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Now and all year round you will love to wear Woodwind, Beautiful fabric by D&mil. 


Cool as the scent of the pine for your Spring and Summer suit. 


Tailored, trim, in shorts and slacks. Cool, crisp and crease resistant. 


Fashioned by the best makers. Ask for Woodwind at your favourite store. 


DOMINION BURLINGTON MILLS LTD., 


1235 McGILL COLLEGE 





AVE., 







MONTREAL 





eae 


f 4 & 

Service with as riders use 
Ipana — specially designed to help keep teeth sparkling 
bright. And knowing how today’s soft foods often rob 
gums of exercise, Frances’ family helps keep gums firm and 
healthy with brief, gentle gum massage. 


; ea) 

Two sparkling smiles coming up! Fight years a Cover Girl, 
Frances knows the importance of a dazzling smile. So she’s 
taught her children the importance of gum massage, recom- 
mended by 7 out of 10 Canadian dentists, according to a 
national survey. This correct dental routine is taught in 
classrooms throughout Canada—the value of massage is 
stressed as an aid to firmer gums, brighter teeth. 
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This Model Mother 
fries not to be glamorous 


But that’s not easy when you're a Powers Girl with a 
dazzling smile like Frances Nalle’s 


RS. FRANCES NALLE CRIDER is one 
M model who doesn’t try to look glamor- 
ous. Because New York’s modeling circles 
know her as the ideal “Young Mother” type 
of model. And she is: she has two adorable 
youngsters of her own. And she has the 
brilliant smile that’s so important to any 


kind of modeling job. 
**Model” Mother that she is, Mrs. Crider 


has already taught 5-year-old Amanda and 


How to massage your gums. Gently massage at the gum line, always keeping 
fingertip in contact with the tooth surface. It’s at the gum line, where teeth 
and gums meet, that so many troubles start—where gentle massage can be so 


helpful. Between regular visits to your dentist, help him guard your smile of beauty. 


3-year-old “Bobo” to safeguard their smiles 
by following her own prized dental routine: 
Regular brushing with Ipana Tooth Paste, then 
brief, gentle gum massage. 

Smile-conscious as Frances (and every 
successful model) is, she naturally knows 
what thousands of schools and dentists are 
teaching—that a radiant smile depends 
largely on sparkling teeth. And sparkling 
teeth call for firm, healthy gums. 


The chimney goes here. Amanda and “Bobo” 
Crider seem to be rushing things slightly. 
But not “model” mother Frances when she 
teaches them proper care of teeth and gums. 
Sensitive gums, among adults, often herald 
their warning with “pink tooth brush”—a 
sign to see your dentist. Let him decide 
whether yours is simply a case for “the help- 
ful stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 


for your Smile of Beauty 


Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada 
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T’s all too easy for a cold, once it 

Starts, to spread from one member of 
the family to another . . . with trouble- 
some results. That’s why it’s so sensible 
to enlist the aid of the Listerine Anti- 
septic gargle early and often! 

This pleasant antiseptic reaches way 
back on throat surfaces to kill millions 
of threatening germs called the ‘“‘sec- 
ondary invaders.” 


Although many colds may be started 
by a virus, it is these “secondary in- 
vadets,”’ say many authorities, that are 
responsible for much of the misery you 
know so well. Listerine Antiseptic, if 
used frequently during the 12 to 36- 
hour period of “incubation’”” when a 
cold may be developing, can often help 
forestall the mass invasion of these 
germs and so head off trouble. 

Listerine Antiseptic’s remarkable 
germ-killing action has beca demon- 
strated time and again. Tests showed 
germ reductions on mouth and throat 
surfaces ranging up to 96.7% fifteen 
minutes after a Listerine Antiseptic 
gargle, and up to 80% an hour later. 


This germ-killing power, we believe, 
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accounts for Listerine Antiseptic’s re- 
markable clinical test record against 
colds. Tests made over a period of 12 
years showed that those who gargled 
with Listerine Antiseptic twice daily 
had fewer colds and usually had milder 
colds than those who did not gargle 
. . and fewer sore throats. 


So, whenever there’s a cold in your 
family, prescribe Listerine Antiseptic 
for everyone. It’s a wise thing to do. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. (Canada) Ltp. 


“SECONDARY INVADERS” 


These are some types of the threaten- 
ing germs that can cause so much of the 
misery of a cold when they invade the 
body through throat membranes. 


TOP ROW. left to right: Pneumococcus Type t!!, Pneumococcus 
Type 1V. Streptococcus viridans, Friediander's bacdius. BOT 
TOM ROW, left to right: Streptococcus hemotyticus, Bacillus 
influenzae, Micrococcus catarrhalis, Staphylococcus aureus 


TESTS SHOWED LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC REDUCED GERMS UP TO 96.7% 


P.S. Have you tasted that eye-opening MINT flavor of the NEW Listerine Tooth Paste? 
MADE IN CANADA 


EDITORIAL 





Millions from Her Purse 


N CHATELAINE’S editorial offices we are calling 

the months ahead: The Year of the Woman's Purse. 

Nothing could symbolize more clearly the editorial 
service which Chatelaine plans to give through 1948 — our 
twentieth year of publication. 

The story of those 20 years is told on page 20. As you 
will see, Chatelaine has lived with two generations of home- 
makers through the peak of prosperity; through a depression, 
and World War II. 

Today we face inflation. That means that the traffic 
in and out of a woman’s purse is going to concern everyone. 

How many unpaid bills she carries in it. How much 
money she has to spend. How well she knows how to spend 
it. What value she gets. Each of these facts concerning 
each woman’s purse will indicate her own economic welfare 
—and that of the nation’s as well. 

Chatelaine’s first thought, through all its departments, 
will be to give every assistance possible to the woman who 
carries the purse, in handling her responsibilities wisely. In 
that service lies a national contribution to security which 
is a major program worthy of the mettle of a 20-year-old 
magazine. 


BACK OF present headaches in budgeting, the portrait 
of a woman’s purse is symbolic of two things. First—the 
economic power she wields. Second—her dawning realiza- 
tion of that power. 

Think of what happens to the money coming out of 
women’s purses, when it is multiplied to national proportions. 

Take the last census figures, for instance, from 1941. In 
that year, we Canadians spent 365 millions for food; 110 
millions for clothing; over 300 millions for furniture and 
furnishings. Think of today’s prices —and realize how 
very much higher those totals would be in this year. 

Those are dizzying totals. How much of the influence 
on that buying came from a woman’s purse? 

We don’t have to guess. Last October an important 
survey was made in the United States, to find out how 
much influence women had on the final sales of all types 
of merchandise. Checking on women’s influence on the 
three big categories we have been considering, I see that 
this research study reveals that women affect 98% of the 
sales in food, furniture and furnishings, and of women’s and 
children’s clothing in the U. S. Canadian statistics would 
be about the same. 


HOMEMAKING, then, is mighty big business. Small 
wonder that throughout the nation, whether in government, 
retailing, or manufacturing, a woman’s purse has become of 
vital significance to the national economy. 

Giving practical help to the women who carry those 
purses will be one of our big editorial objectives in the 
coming year. 

We all feel it should be one of the most challenging and 
interesting objectives tackled in all our 20 years of editorial 
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CIRCLE-BAR 


YZ FULL . FASHIONED 


There's quality woven into 


every thread of Circle-Bar 
Nylons... Sheer... flaw- 
less . . . and shades to suit 


the most fastidious taste. 


tN. 
<7 


HOSIERY 





FOOT NOTE: 
Hosiery—quality 
cost no more! Smart socks for 
men—hosiery for women and 
children to suit every need and 
OCaSION, 


The CIRCLE-BAR KNITTING COMPANY, Limited 
Kincardine, Ont. (Head Office) Owen Sound, Ont. 
“Miles of Wear in Every Pair” 


Circle-Bar 
made— 
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“Dear Editor 


99 A correspondence depart- 


ment for readers who feel 
impelled to take pen in hand 





Something from the Boys 


Dear Editor: We know you don’t 
remember us, but we wrote to Evelyn 
Kelly, Fashion Editor, some time ago 
pleading with hearts bleeding that you 
and your colleagues would try to get 
the girls to cover up. We want to say, 
THANKS PAL, from the bottom of our 
hearts. 

We want our ladies in long skirts. 
Don’t listen to’em rave . . . they don’t 
know what’s becoming to females, we 
can plainly see that. If they did, they'd 
cover up their bones and flesh with 
thankful hearts, Give us plenty of frills, 
swirls, ruffles, lace, gathers, puckers, 
trimming, braid or anything that'll 
make a woman look like a woman. But 
above all, give us plenty of skirt, small 
at the waist and FULL from there down. 
We honestly believe there’s nothing that 
ruins a pretty outfit like a yard of leg. 
So we say Hurrah for fashion this 
season, and may length in skirts stay 
in and in and in. We'd rather see a 
nice-looking outfit and imagine the best! 

“A group of college frosh, ex-service- 
men, and a high-school kid who really 
doesn’t count but whom we include to 


be polite.”—Halifax, N.S. 


Fathers and Mothers, Please Note 
Dear Editor: Here in Vancouver, and 
I imagine in every large city in Canada, 
we have been brought face to face with 
the awful truth that the sex criminal 
seems to be on the increase 
simply that we are not so hush-hush 


or is it 


about his activities now? 

In any case, we, the Executive of the 
Queen Elizabeth School Parent-Teacher 
Association, feel that your article, ““We 
the People Vs. the Sex Criminal,” is 
a splendid and timely treatment of this 
subject; so timely that we would like to 
see it read by every mother and father 
in the land... (Mrs.) Thelma G. 
Spratt, for Queen Elizabeth P.T.A., 
Vancouver. 


Mrs. Skinner Makes Them Mad 


Dear Editor: As a fellow-voter of 
Mrs. Skinner of Cardiff, Wales (Decem- 
ber Chatelaine), I read her article, “I’m 
Sick of Socialism,” with great interest 
. . » Does she really think that with a 
Conservative or Liberal Government in 
power most things would be so much 
better in England today? Did the 
postwar years of the first world warteach 
her so little? . . . The Labor Govern- 
ment has made mistakes but would it 
not be charitable to admit that they 
had the most appalling task of clearing 
up after six years of war and of starting 
the nation off again on an economic and 
peaceful path, 

The coal output is up .. . the steel 
output too is improving; so is cotton. 
We have had fewer industrial disputes 
since the war than at any other time 
. - » Quite a lot of people are beginning 
to shrug off that feeling of inertia and 
look hopefully forward. We are getting 
our second wind and we have faith in 
ourselves . . . Let Mrs. Skinner look 
around the world and 
blessings. 


count her 


Had a Conservative Government been 


in power | feel that her article would 
have been different only in the heading, 
and that would have read, “I’m Sick of 
the Tories.”——(Miss) M. Clark, London, 
England. 


. . « The more | read the article, the 
more surprised and angry | felt. What 
government of any party could have 
put us on easy street, given us plenty 
to eat, put up all the houses we need? 
I have a husband and three growing 
children; we are all healthy, well- 
clothed, though I help out by making 
some of the clothes as most working- 
class folks do .. . Our rations, while 
I admit we could use more, are always 
there when we go to fetch them. Rations 
and controls give fair play.—E. Glew, 
Birmingham. 


. . . Having been a consistent supporter 
of Canadian magazines for many years, 
I feel justified in protesting the calibre 
of the article by Gwen Skinner. The 
shallow criticism of one’s Government 
in publications of another country does 
not seem in the best taste. The intel- 
ligent Canadian reader does not forget 
that under the “urgency or incentive 
provided by private enterprise” thou- 
sands of miners lived on the dole while 
British coal stayed in the mines. We 
Canadians do not believe there is a 
magic formula which can bring back 
“the good old days,” so please do not 
give us any more of complaining in- 
dividuals.—(Mrs.) E. M. MacDonald, 
British Columbia. 

If you’re going to start printing 
this reactionary junk, your magazine 
is going to be even more dull than 


usual! Who do you think you're kid- | 


ding?—(Mrs.) Agnes Smith, Montreal. 


Re Women in Public Life 

Dear Editor: I have very strong con- 
victions on the subject of “Women in 
Public Life’ (January Chatelaine). | 
worked in one women’s group after the 
other, sending resolutions and deputa- 
tions to the government only to see 
most of them put in the waste basket or 
in seclusion somewhere . . . I decided 
that the only way to get anywhere was 
to join a political group and start at the 
bottom, do the jobs assigned to me, and 
work for a place where my voice might 
have some influence . . . I almost got 
as far as a provincial nomination when 
our men put the skids under me by 
adopting the slogan, “No woman shall 
handle our patronage.” If they had 
consulted me they might have learned 
I didn’t want to as that isn’t the part of 
politics I’m interested in. I never heard 
it suggested that I had failed to be 
nominated for any other reason than 
that I was a woman. 

However, I took my beating, worked 
hard, gained, 1 hope, some respect and 
I'm still at it... I don’t think men 
like to work with women who pull 
feminine tricks, want to change every- 
thing at once, or talk too much... 
Right now a woman competing in men’s 
fields has to be more gifted and more 
tactful than her male competitors to 
make the grade.—-R. S. H., Ontario. # 
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Sweeps clean 
with two fingers! 


You don’t have to press down at 
all with the new Bissell Sweeper! 
Just glide it gently for perfect 
pick-up, even under beds! 





Thanks to 
Bisco-matis™ 
brush action! 


This amazing new Bissell feature 
adjusts the brush automatically 
to any rug, thick or thin! Makes 
your sweep-ups easier—and 
cleaner! 

The new “Bissell” * is avail- 
able in limited quantities at Bissell 
dealers only—with ‘“‘Sta-up” 
Handle and easy “Flip-O” 
Empty. Priced from $6.95, 





o bear down ‘with 


BISSELL 
SWEEPERS 


Bissell Cagpet Sweeper Co. 
of Canada Limited 


Grand Rapids 2, Michigan 
(Facto. y at Niagara Falls, Canada) 


* Registered Trade-marks 
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eS 
Love-quiz ... For Married Folks Only 





WHY DOES HE PULL AWAY 
FROM HER TOUCH ? 


A. lf her husband avoids her “love pats”... caresses... the 
answer may lie in her neglect of intimate feminine daintiness. 


Q. Could this neglect kill married romance ? 


A. Yes. Proper feminine hygiene is necessary for complete 
womanly charm. That’s why many doctors so often recom- 
mend “‘Lysol’’ brand disinfectant—for effective douching. 


Q. Why “Lysol”, instead of some other disinfectant ? 


A. Because “Lysol” is a proved germ and odour killer. Unlike 
many less dependable preparations, potent, reliable “Lysol” 


kills all germs it contacts. 


Q. And what about using salt or soda iz. or other homemade douch- 


ing solutions ? 


A. No weak, makeshift solution can begin to compare with 
“Lysol’s” proved efficiency in contact with organic matter. 


LET “LYSOL” help you keep the wholesome complete daintiness so 
important to married happiness. Always use “Lysol” in the douche. 


Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non-injurious 
to delicate membrane. Its 
clean, antiseptic odour quickly 
disoppeors. Highly concen- 
trated “Lysol” is economical 
in solution. Follow easy direc- 
tions for correct douching 
solution. 





For Feminine 
Hygiene use 





Brand Disinfectant 


Every time 
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‘ego cry... 
' 


WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER “LYSOL”! 


it's safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” has 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession...and of mothers and house- 
wives, too. It's the standard antiseptic in 


modern hospitals throughout the world. 
Its continued leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other general antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended, 





FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth obout intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married happiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Conada) 
Limited, 37 Hanna Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in plain envelope, 
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John Mills, in two versions, at home. 


Those British Star's 


by Stephanie Lee 


of London, England 


N BRITAIN  there’s a 
battle for the stars between the film 
and theatre worlds, Recently this 
has heightened in intensity because 
of the great drive to step up produc- 
tion in the movie studios, following the 


perennial 


drastic cutting off of imported films by 
the government tax. 

Not a little consternation was aroused 
by the news that such popular stars as 
Sir Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh 
would be lost to the movie world for 18 
months directly their work, respectively, 
on “Hamlet” and “ Anna Karenina” was 
completed. Theatre-goers in Canada, 
Australia and the United States are to 
be the gainers. Others, too, are tempor- 
arily displaced persons—some in good 
causes. Wendy Hiller, for instance, has 
been earning American dollars for the 
Old Country on Broadway. On the 
other han#Celia Johnson and Trevor 
Howard, we gave such a moving joint 
performane® jn “ Brief Encounter,” have 
made up their minds to quit films for at 
least two years and devote their talents 
to the famous Old Vic company. Already 
they have won laurels for Shakespearian 
roles at festivals in Edinburgh and 
Brussels. 

The scales have been balanced, how- 
ever, by the return of Sir Ralph Richard- 
son, Rex Harrison, David Niven and 
Sally Gray, to British films. John Mills, 
Margaret Lockwood, Jean Simmons and 
Ann Todd are on the job, working to 
capacity and sometimes even on two 


different assignments at once. You'll be 
seeing more of them—more, too, of such 
rising stars as Dennis Price and the 


charming teen-ager Sally Ann Howes, 


PERHAPS THE most exciting new- 
comer to British films is that virile 
young Irishman, Kieron Moore, who 
captivated all the phlegmatic London 
critics with his first screen appearance 
in “A Man About the House.” Like so 
many others including North 
America’s current pet, James Mason— 
he recetved his training with Dublin’s 
Abbey Theatre players, and it was dur- 
ing their London presentation of Sean 
O’Casey’s “Red Roses For Me” that he 
was “discovered.” Not merely by a 
Korda talent scout who hurried to the 
dressing-room during intermission to 
sign the young man up, but by the 
whole audience who sensed the special 
power and poetry in this actor’s por- 
trayal of a demanding role. His name 
then was his own, Kieron O’Hanrahan, 
but as this was considered too difficult 
for fans and neon signs, he has taken 
his mother’s, He’s 23 years old and, 
some pessimists said, too handsome to 
get anywhere with his art. It’s an old 
story that Robert Taylor, Errol Flynn 
and Stewart Granger have all declared 
their conventional good looks to have 
proved the greatest handicap in their 
struggle upward. Seems they’d far, far 
rather have been equipped by Nature 
with an “interesting dial” like Burgess 
Meredith, Henry Fonda or Orson 
Welles. 


Kieron Moore was given a leading 
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You’ll be knowing them better this year, as 


England’s movie-makers gear themselves to pro- 


duce more pictures, and the big names split their 


personalities between Hollywood and London 


part in “Anna Karenina”—as Count 
Vronsky, Anna’s lover. Sir Ralph 
Richardson has the weighty role of 
Karenin, the husband, and if movie- 
goers in Canada share the tastes of 
British fans, they’ll be happy about his 
return to the films. Acting is his whole 
life, though he always has time for 
‘Smallie,” his two-year-old son, and for 
his hobby undertaking, the design and 
manufacture of little toy theatres which 
he hopes to export in quantity. Robert 
Donat and Alan Kean are partners with 
Sir Ralph in this venture. 





Rex Harrison—busy on two continents. 








Dennis Price: U. K. teen-agers love him. 


Sir Ralph Richardson as “Karenin.” 





THOSE TWO highly competent British 
stars, Rex Harrison and David Niven, 
came back briefly to their native fold for 
special assignments: Niven to make 
“Bonny Prince Charlie,” and inciden- 
tally to place his two motherless 
youngsters in an English school (he was 
afraid they were being spoiled by well- 
meaning friends in Hollywood); and 
Harrison to work on “Escape.” His 
lovely wife, Lilli Palmer, whom England 
failed to appreciate and so lost to Holly- 
wood, came with him, but they have 
now returned to America to plunge into 
several arduous new projects awaiting 
them, 

To my way of thinking, John Mills is 
the most typically British player on the 
screen, and a singularly accomplished 
and sincere actor. His work in “So Well 
Remembered” and “The October Man” 
carried forward his development, and 
his performance in “Great Expecta- 
tions” was outstanding. Last autumn he 
went to Norway for the shooting of 
“Scott of the Antarctic.” It’s a story he 
admires very much, The script was 
written by his playwright-actress wife, 
Mary Hayley Bell, and there isn’t a 
woman in the cast. 

British movie males have done an 
excellent job in winning popularity 
abroad. They have been well teamed 
with such female stars as Joan Green- 
wood—blond, slender, piquant, and 
endowed with one of the most fascinat- 
ing voices on the sound-track; or Jean 
Simmons, the girl who has not only 
personality and an apparently effortless 
naturalness, but, for one of her youth, 
an uncanny ability to take direction; or 
Margaret Lockwood, who surely holds 
the record in number of film appear- 
ances. All together, male and female, 
on their way up or arrived, they make a 
fairly impressive galaxy of stars. They’re 
largely the cause of Britishers’ bright 
optimism for the future of their films 
on the world market. @ 
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““MY POP SAID YOU’D HAVE TO 





Solid brass hardware, 
durable and distinctive, 
will never rust .. . indoors 
or out. It remains newer- 
looking, smoother-working, 
yeor after year. 





For lasting economy and 
Ss replace rusted, 

aky valleys, floshings, 
e@avestroughs and down- 
spouts with rustiess copper. 





Screens rusty? Plan now to 
replace them with dur- 
able bronze thot will 
never rust. It's the time- 
tested standard of quality 
for screens. 


RIP THE HOUSE APART” 


NO, YOUNG FELLOW, not any more. Not when 
you have Anaconda Copper Tubes that can be 
fed down through walls and under floors. 


But even more important, these rustproof 
copper tubes will bring plenty of rust-free water 
to every faucet in the house. You won't be 
troubled with rust-clogged pipes discoloring 
the water or reducing the flow. And Anaconda 
Copper Tubes are moderate in cost... actually 
save you money by reducing maintenance costs 
through the years. 


Discuss your plans with a plumbing con- 
tractor as soon as possible, so that he may have 
ample time in which to obtain trade-marked 
Anaconda Copper Tubes. Such forethought will 
be appreciated and is your best assurance of 
complete, lasting satisfaction. 


To learn about other uses where copper, 
brass and bronze will save you money, write for 
our free booklet, “Your Enduring Home”. 


& pA 
be) Tass 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 
(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada for Copper and Brass) 


Main Office and Plant: |New Toronto, Ont. 
Montreal Office: 939 Dominion Square Bldg. 
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The only one for him! Beautiful Beall Baldwin, of Atlanta and New York, just-wed bride of 


Vincent Turecamo. For her dream-lovely skin, Beall adores Woodbury . .. made for skin alone! 








0-oops . . . Beall in a panic! Vinny’s been 
“panicked” by her beauty since Stork Club 





introduction. “Her glow registered,” says he. 
Cupid works fast for Woodbury glow-girls! 


FOR THE SKIN YOU LOVE TO TOUCH 


Fallow the debs’ beauty routine... Woodbury 
Facial Cocktails daily. This extra-mild soap 
contains a rich beauty-cream ingredient. 
Helps skin look clearer, softer. Romantic! 


arre 








Facial Cocktail gives me,” says Beall. “Cream 
on the rich lather—rinse warm, rinse cold, 
and skin’s simply radiant.” Radiantly lovely! 





Cabin-for-two-cruising. Camera catches beau- 
tiful sparkle of Beall’s complexion. “That’s 
Woodbury sparkle,” she counters. “Any girl 


can have it with this true beauty soap.” 


(Made in Canada) 





Brief Encounter 











Dorothy Pinard and her old friend, Referee King 
Clancy, look over the program just before the game. 


Hockey's “Girl Friday” 


by Zoe Clayton 


EEPING track of 10,000 men is a 

job that Dorothy Pinard enjoys. 

For the past eight years she has 

been Assistant Secretary of the 

National Hockey 
probably knows more about the ins and 
outs and back rink gossip of Canada’s 
national game than any other woman in 
the world. The headquarters of profes- 
sional hockey are in Montreal. _ Inci- 
dentally this is the only major sport 
which is governed from Canada. There 
are about 2,500 clubs, large and small, in 
the United States and Canada and each 
of them can sign on 40 men. A record of 
each player is kept in the Montreal 
office and one of Miss Pinard’s main 
functions is keeping this file up to date. 
In addition al] amateurs who have been 
optioned by clubs are registered by the 
League. 

Dorothy Pinard is a short, plump 
woman of 40 who wears her soft brown 
hair piled on the top of her head, has a 
wide friendly smile and a pair of out- 
standingly beautiful eyes. They are big 
and brown and sparkle with an infec- 
tious gaiety and vitality. She radiates 
enthusiasm for her favorite game. As a 
school girl in Toronto she used to save 
all her spare cash for hockey tickets. 
Now she goes regularly to hockey games 
twice a week during the season, 

She finds her official position with the 
League a slight disadvantage at the 
games because she can’t show favorites. 
‘I used to yell myself hoarse,” she 
recalls, “but now I generally sit with the 
managers of two competing clubs and I 
have to be impartial. If I show favorit- 
ism for either team, one or other of my 
escorts is going to be hurt. So I have to 
bottle up my feelings and sit quiet. But 
I love the games just the same. What a 
game hockey is!” 

Her official title at the League is a 
peculiar one because though she is called 


League and 


Assistant Secretary there has never been 
a Secretary in all her eight years of work. 
When she first joined the staff she 
worked alone with the founder and first 
president of NHL, the late Frank 
Calder. On Mr. Calder’s death “Red” 
Dutton succeeded as president. During 
his four years in office Miss Pinard had 
added _ responsibilities because Mr. 
Dutton frequently left Montreal to 
attend to his Calgary business and she 
was in charge of the office. During these 
years she took over the task of making 
up the sc hedules of games. Last year 
“Red” Dutton retired and Clarence 
Campbell took over. He has increased 
the staff at NHL to six, but Miss Pinard 
still finds she has more than enough 
work, She is very proud of the fact that 
she has served the League longer than 
anyone else. 

Besides her regular duties she is a sort 
of unofficial trouble-shooter. All over 
the hockey circuit there is a saying that 
if you are in trouble and need help, go 
to Dorothy Pinard and she’ll fix you up. 
Even amateur clubs who need quick 
action on such things as passports and 
travel arrangements enlist her aid. She 
also keeps a womanly eye on the teams 
and will occasionally tell a manager that 
his boys would give a better impression 
if they got clean uniforms, 


TO MOTHERS and fathers who are 
worried about their sons’ determination 
to make hockey a career, Dorothy 
Pinard says, “If they are good, encour- 
age them.” For boys who have the 
necessary athletic qualifications and age 
intelligent, professional hockey offers a 
wonderful career opportunity, she be- 
lieves. A good player can earn money 
faster in hockey than in most other 
fields. “There are cases where big 
money spoils them, but most players are 
smart enough to realize that they don’t 
stay on top forever so they save for 
leaner days ahead. NHL encourages 
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Sule Rascal 


° uu Buckingham Palace 
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COME 


Friendly hospitality and the 
warmest of welcomes await you in 
Britain, this summer. Come — 
and renew old friendships. Come 
—and explore, in peace, the old- 
world loveliness of ancient towns 
and villages....of cities battle- 
scarred, but still beautiful. Rates 
of exchange make dollars go 
further, in Britain now. Book 
reservations — for transportation 
and hotels — well ahead. See your 
Travel Agent now for the answers 


TO BRITAIN 


to your vacation - in - Britain 
questions. 
INFORMATION 


Mail this coupon, for 
beautifully illustrated 
literature to: 
THE BRITISH 
TRAVEL ASSOCIATION 

372 Bay Street, Toronto, Ontario, 
Name 
Address 


Issued by The Travel Association of Creat Britain and 
Northern Ireland, Tourist Division of The British Toure 
and Holidays Board, 





players to save and is starting a pension 
plan for them,” Miss Pinard declares, 

A player can be signed on when he is 
18 years old, in which case he will have 
10 to 12 playing years ahead of him. 
During this time he may easily earn an 
average of $8,000 to $10,000 a year. So 
far as accidents are concerned Dorothy 
Pinard largely discounts them. “In 
all my years with the League I can only 
remember five bad accidents,” she says. 
“Most accidents are minor fractures 
which heal quickly. If any player is hurt 
during a game he is taken care of by 
both his club and the League.” 

Though active playing years are 
comparatively short, hockey still offers 
many retired players lifelong careers. 
There is a scarcity of good referees and 
many ex-players turn to this field. 
Others become coaches and managers. 
Many use their savings to purchase 
businesses for themselves. 

However, Miss Pinard emphasizes 
that run-of-the-mill players get no- 
where. 
hockey and into something they can do 
better, the wiser they are,” she declares. 


DOROTHY PINARD was born in 
Montreal of a French-speaking father 
and an English-speaking mother. She 
speaks with a slight accent, but it is 
hard to tell whether it is French or 
Scotch. The family moved to Toronto 
while Dorothy was a child and she went 
to school and college there. After finish- 
ing her education she worked in a 
Toronto law office for eight years. Then 
she returned to Montreal and took a 
job with a paper company, where she 
remained until she joined the National 
Hockey League eight years ago. 
Although hockey is her main interest 
she has other hobbies. She used to like 
canoeing and still enjoys skating. Twice 
a week a group of girls meet at her 
apartment to do leather work. She 
herself is an expert at this craft and turns 
out beautifully tooled purses, bill folds 
and desk sets. One of her favorite motifs 
is ducks. She not only decorates leather 
articles with vivid plumaged mallards 
but has pictures of them hanging on 
her wails and drinking glasses painted 
with them. She also does needlepoint 
and metal work and her apartment is 
full of evidences of her handiwork. One 
of her main hobbies, however, is house- 
keeping. She lives alone in a charming 
four-room apartment in Montreal’s 
Snowdon district. It is decorated in soft 
pastels and kept meticulously neat. 
Friday evenings are devoted to house- 
cleaning and then on Saturdays she 
entertains after the game. Players, 
referees and managers come up for 
coffee; post-mortems last into the night. 
She says she doesn’t envy anyone their 
job because she thinks she has the per- 
fect one. Hockey is something she never 
tires of. She says it is hard to compare 
today’s games with those of the past 
because the sport is much faster” now 
than it used to be. However, of all the 
games she has seen, she thinks that the 
play-off games between Boston and the 
Canadiens in 1946 were the best. At 
school she favored the Maple Leafs as 
a team but says she really has no favor- 
ites now. But of all the current players 
she admits a weakness for Kenny 
Reardon, the defense for Canadiens. 
“He has a peculiar rushing style and is 
so colorful,” she declares. Well, Dorothy 
Pinard, of all hockey fans, should know. 


“The sooner they get out of | 
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“IT’S THE TOBACCO THAT COUNTS" 


ayors Please 


CORK TIP and PLAIN 


PLAYER’S 


NAVY 
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HERE'S THE 


“INSIDE STORY” 


? ON AN AMAZING NEW 
m> DISCOVERY IN CORSETRY 





with the 
BUILT-IN 


























At last! A corselette 
that does not drag or 
cut the shoulders— 
an all-in-one with 
the freedom of a 
separate bra and 
girdle plus the 
supple, boncless 
advantages of a 
one-piece founda- 
tion that takes 
inches off your mea- 
surements. Made of 
powerful skin-thin 
lastex and mesh elas- 
tic, this corselette nips 
the waistline and 
rounds the hips, keep- 
ing the curves gently 
under control. ‘ 
You'll buy a smaller dress if 
you buy a FREE-LIFT* first! 
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Fashion 
Shorts 


a preview of trends 


ARIS gives you the corolle. The 
very pretty bell-shaped skirt .. . 
smooth at the hips, flaring full 
above the hem. Spring’s accepted 
silhouette for coats and suits, 


Organdie ruffles or mink tails. 
Take your choice. The trimming on 
fashion’s latest fancy: little umbrellas. 
’Scuse us, parasols. Little ones, 14 to 16 
inches long. Satin or gingham. Coy-like. 


But strictly for business. The 
lovely Jatest in umbrellas . . . a hollow 
handle for carrying those handy little 
toe rubbers. Slick. 


Full of hip and wide of sleeve are 
this spring’s hostess coats. Assenting to 
the trend of style. Attesting your good 
looks in red corduroy over black satin 
trousers. 


Protect those pretties. Your 15 
denier nylons. Or, could be, 10 deniers 
. . « lucky you. Place a washcloth in 
the bottom of the basin when you laun- 


der them. So’s the wet wispics won’t 


Designed by Georgette of Acme Hat 


The new NEW LOOK in this 
spring’s chapeaux is sometimes 
large, sometimes small. But 
neat. Head-hugging. All out for 
glamour, (top) full-blown 
roses, tiny buds and a touch of 
fine veiling are the right kind 
of frosting for late-afternoon- 
into-evening. Especially with 
full-skirted silk ballerina suits. 
Trim and tailored (immediately 
above) the _ two-toned straw, 
natural and navy, adds that de- 
sired crisp finishing touch to day- 
time woollens or casual crepes. 


slide round and catch on rough edges of 
basin or drain. 


Out of the blue and right onto the 
clothesline comes a brand-new Canadian 
dye product. It’s a bright, brilliant 
turquoise . . . the kind that has posi- 
tive fastness to washing and light. First 
of its kind in this country. A commer- 
cial dye available to ready-to-wear 
manufacturers only, 
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Out of the Misty Hebrides 
Into the World of Fashion 


The infinite variety of subtle colourings in 
Harris Tweed is as much a product of environ- 
ment as the pure virgin Scottish Wool from 
which the islanders of the Outer Hebrides 
- on hand looms in the 
inimitable traditional way of their ancestors, 


weave the cloth. . 


Look for the mark on the cloth, 
Look for the label on the garment, 


Sata eee 


nis HARRIS 
TWEED 


Issued by The Harris Tweed 


Association Lid. 


Kirby 
Beard | 


Taaoe Mane 


. those unobtrusive essentials 
to the well-dressed woman's 
ensemble. Made in England 
by Kirby Beard &> Co. Ltd., 
Birmingham, 12, and obtain- 
able everywhere 









BOB PINS . HAIRPINS 
PINS & NEEDLES 





For discriminating babies of dis- 
tinction—that’s the description of a 
new pinless safety diaper. A panty style 
held with four rustproof gripper snaps. 
And (pardon us for mentioning it) but 
it’s a fact: they’re in half-pint sizes for 
tiny babes; pint sizes for larger tots. 


The touch of jewels. On cotton, if 
you please. Jewelled link buttons on 
raffia-colored chambray. A pigskin belt 
finishes the job. Very suave. 


Ginger for spice. For color flavoring 
a black dance dress with a wide satin 
cummerbund, The wee-waisted will do 
well to consider the endearing effect of 
these popular figger-curvers. 


Petticoat fever. Caught it yet? With 
your full, full skirt there are bound to be 
glimpses. Pretty glimpses if your petti- 
coat is a gay plaid, ruffle-flounced of 
course. Or black taffeta ruffled in crisp 
white eyelet. How wide is a ruffle? Six 
inches, 


Shaped like a fisherman’s creel is 
your shoulder-strap carryall. Buckled 
to hold your own bait items. Smartly 
typifying the boxy look in bags. 


Sliced paper thin. These soft 
molded felt hats. Cool, lovely, light- 
weight, Right with sheer wools, 


Last word on hemlines? Well, 
briefly: Great Britain’s haute couture is 
settling at 14 inches, New York around 
13. Canada between 12 and 13, 
Daytime lengths, these. 


Amazing gadgets. Two of ’em. One 
a nailhead set that you work just like a 
paper stapler. Just punch away to your 
heart’s content; give an injection to a 
tired dress, trim a belt or purse. The 
other is a set of tools for covering your 
own buttons. Not on the market yet but 
on the horizon. 


Rustle of spring. That’s you. In 
your ballerina skirt . . . or skirt... 
or blouse . . . or petticoat. So long as 
it’s taffeta or moiré and rustly. Prettiest 
we've seen was a delectable do: Black 
jersey blouse with brilliant emerald- 
green moiré skirt. How it swished. How 
heads turned. 


Contemplating waist - cinchers? 
Better be fitted for them. Because for 
every middle there’s the right style. The 
one laced up the back puts that spare 
tire in its proper place, above ’n below. 
Takes you in from two and a half to 
three inches. Very nice. Very comfort- 
able. Makes you sit up straight. 


Brighten a dark dress with a sequin 
collar. Or a metallic beaded one if you 
prefer. There’s a fine array of sequins 
and beads .. . all colors... all shapes 
and sizes. Easy to sew them on a simple 
piqué Peter Pan collar. Easier still to 
look at. 


Boudoir ensembles. Fetching, these 
coin-dotted white organdie coats worn 
over pink taffeta underslips, deep- 
pleated at hemlines. Strictly not as 
partners for stoves or furnaces. 


Throw away those curtains. That 
is, when they’re soiled. We mean the 
new printed rayon ones . . . so pretty, 
inexpensive, and disposable AND 
FIREPROOF. 


Chatelaine, March, 1948 — 9 


cindy diate didi ty thi nn eee Ridin tint tt, te th in in nn ee 


Noda fashions 
decree: you need 
the nylons 
that cling 
to your 


ankles 


Among the well-dressed 


...its 


Longer skirts focus attention on your ankles, 
The secret of Mercury nylons’ perfect 
ANKLE-Fir is the rounded French heel! 

It pockets your heel . . . hugs your arch... 
clings smooth to your ankle. Styled high 
and dark! Ask for Mercury nylons by 
name. For fine lingerie say Mercury, too! 


Made exclusively at Mercury Mills Limited, Hamilton, Canada 
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Four Easy Plans 


By MARIE HOLMES. 








Leap Year's the Oceasion! Girls, here’s your chance, and 
it’s worth trying any time this season. Win your man by some wily 
technique. Be lavish with his favorite foods while he relaxes in an easy 
chair. Setting? The recreation room. Menu? How about: 


WAFFLES: He’ll like them if they're crispy and floating in butter 
and syrup. Butter is something to reckon with. Saving note: Add it 
to warm syrup, then pour over. 


TOSSED SALAD: Make this of fresh and canned fruits, like pears, 
pineapple, peaches, orange and grapefruit sections. Add a few raisins 
or dates. Toss it all together and let chill. Just before serving, add a 
banana or two, sliced, and sprinkle chopped nuts over the top. Serve 
in a salad bowl. A few sprigs of cress will give that artistic flourish. 


CHOCOLATE CAKE: ‘This will bring him to his knees if it’s the 
‘fudgy” kind topped with a smooth “fudgy” frosting. Make frosting 
this way: Melt 2 squares of unsweetened chocolate over hot water, 





then add 3 tablespoonfuls of boiling water and 14% cupfuls of icing 
sugar. Add 1 egg, unbeaten, and 1 tablespoonful of butter. Beat with 






rotary beater over hot water for about 5 minutes. Remove from heat, 
add lg teaspoonful ots anilla and he at until it starts to thic ken. Spread 
on ¢ ake 
| i | | ta 
ii] { 





Pe 


{ 1 | 
j 


A Birthday Baffet. 1 his time it’s the dining room, your party | 


dresses, loveliest dishes, silver and linen. Let guests help themselves. 


COLD MEAT PLATTER: Sliced, cooked tongue and stuffed pork 









tenderloin, garnished with spiced prunes stuffed with cream cheese, ! 
*MORE GRAND RECIPES.—You'll find eight provide a novel but not too extravagant platter arrangement. , 
etic tee dienes SCALLOPED POTATOES, CORN FLAKE TOPPING: Combine | | 
ith Sideinay thy Olin: Ween Gees Cte. cubed, cooked potatoes a nd a smooth white sauce for this. Season 
with scraped onion and a dash of nutmeg. Put in a big casserole. | 
Sprinkle generously with corn flake crumbs. Bake at 350 deg. F. for 20) ' 
minutes or until bubbly. 
JELLIED SALAD: Use canned mixed vegetable juices instead of 
tomato juice for an aspic. These proportions are good: 134 cupfu 
of vegetable juices, 2 tablespoonfuls of lemon juice, 1 tablespoonfi 
of quick-dissolving gelatine. Heat together until gelatine is dissolve« { 


When partially set fold in some finely diced crisp vegetables. Mold. 


BIRTHDAY CAKE AND ICE CREAM: A white layer cake with 7 ‘ 





CAKE FLOUR fluffy frosting between and on top is most effective. Candles shou : 

A Product of General Foods match the flowers and general color scheme. Guest of honor cuts 7 

Brought to you by exclusive makers of cake flour $-138M the cake. Bring ice cream in from the kitchen on plates, and put ; 
s 


piece of the cake beside each serving. 
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1-2-3 ! and you know why 
FRYS is Ganadas favorite Cocoa 


Kor a Good Party 


Director, Chatelaine Institute 











Lsmeu itf Open the tin — 2. MIX itd And right away 





Come Into the Kitehen, Best parties end up in the kitchen. 
So why not start them there—specially if it’s a young crowd and keen! 
Have the jobs all organized and the food ready to be assembled. Hand 
out aprons and assign duties to everyone. 


CHILI CON CARNE: Do it the quick way. In a big deep frying pan, 
brown one pound of minced beef and 1 cupful of chopped onions in 
3 tablespoonfuls of dripping. Season with salt and pepper. Add two 
10-ounce cans of tomato sauce, or 1 can condensed tomato soup diluted 
with the same amount of tomato juice. Let simmer for 10 minutes 
Pour in 2 cans of red kidney beans (baked beans may be substituted). 
Sprinkle in 2 teaspoonfuls or more of chilipowder. Reheat. Serves eight. 


TOASTED CORNBREAD: Make a big pan of it beforehand. Combine 
1 cupful of sifted pastry flour, 4% teaspoonful of salt, 4 teaspoonfuls 
of baking powder, 1 cupful yellow cornmeal, 3 tablespoonfuls of sugar. 
Mix 1 egg, beaten, with 1 cupful of milk and 4% cupful of melted 
shortening. Pour into dry mixture and stir lightly just to blend. Bake 
in a greased pan (8 x 8 x 2) for 25 to 35 minutes at 400 deg. F. For 
toasting, cut in squares and split squares. Toast under broiler. 


RELISHES TO NIBBLE: Carrot sticks, sweet pickles and olives, 


plus bread sticks, crackers and assorted cheeses, are good extras. 


and quick as wink, out floats the 
delectable fresh-chocolate fra- 
grance of Fry’s! There’s something 
specially tempting about this extra- 
chocolaty aroma! 


you notice how much more easily: 
velvet-soft Fry’s mixes with other 
ingredients. Makes smoother cups 
of cocoa, more professional 
chocolate dishes. 








3. TASTE (TE whe very same 


instant you'll say “Ah! Fry’s has a 


desserts, icings and sauces. 


And it’s this extra goodness that 


y Spring Tea Party. Any occasion’s an excuse to invite a few of richer chocolate flavor!” makes more people buy Fry’s than 
S. the girls in for a cup of tea. Serve it in the living room and do bring out This extra flavor makes Fry’s any other cocoa in Canada — yes 
k your daintiest china, : : 


LOTS OF TEA: Make it the usua! way, allowing a teaspoonful of 
tea for each cupful of boiling water. Brew it for 5 minutes in a large pot 
in the kitchen, then pour it off into your best teapot that’s been well 
scalded. Top milk or light cream is preferred with tea, though some 
like a thin slice of lemon. Better have both! 

SAVORY STUFFED BISCUITS: Make very tiny tea biscuits, split 
and butter while hot. Blend finely chopped cooked ham, or canned 
luncheon meat, with cucumber relish and a bit of prepared mustard. 
Spread on lower half of biscuits. Cover with the upper half. For 
St. Patrick’s, cut biscuits before baking with a shamrock cutter. 
COCONUT AND CHERRY MERINGUES add a fuss-up touch to 
a plate of assorted small cakes. Beat 2 egg whites with 4 teaspoonful 
of salt until stiff but not dry. Gradually beat in 34 cupful of granulated 
sugar. Add % teaspoonful of vanilla. Fold in 1% cupfuls of shredded 
coconut and 4% cupful of sliced cherries or dates. Drop by teaspoonfuls 
on greased cookie sheet. Bake for 23 minutes, or until dry on top, in 
slow oven (300 deg. F.). Remove from pan while still warm. 


extra-delicious in frothy cocoa 
drinks —in chocolate cakes — in 


by 3 tol. 


*Fry’s sells 3-1 over any other 
cocoa in Canada according to a 
National Survey. 





RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR 








| 
THE COCOA WITH THE 
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Colege gils learn Something 


MOON THE Books/| eWorld and Footnotes 





Love stages a come-back. ’S a funny thing, how well-written 
love stories, developing the proper intensity of feeling between two 
young people, have been in noticeably short supply in the past year. 
Old hands at the fiction business appear to have been absorbed with 
the problems of middle-aged marriage, the training of Junior, or 
just simply the price of round steak minced. It’s a pleasure therefore 
to introduce a writer who is still fascinated by the preliminaries to 
such, i. e. the romantic spark that attracts boy to girl and keeps the 
whole world going. Her pen-name is Katherine March; she was born 
in Ottawa 27 years ago, married a fellow-graduate from Queen’s 
University, and now lives in Vancouver. Most important member of 
the household is son Ricky, almost four, who demands one entirely 
original juvenile thriller from mother every bedtime. It’s a two-way 
deal, however: for such concession, he agrees to run off and play 
during the hours when Mum communes with the typewriter. This 
has now become practically fixed in the daily routine, what with the 
production of radio scripts for a children’s program series, and the 
urge to pin down, on paper, some of the short-story characters and 
themes which keep nagging at her brain. “Live Like the Wind” is her 
first contribution to Chatelaine, or, so far as we can ascertain, to any 
leading Canadian magazine. She'll be with us again! 





“You poor pet — I could have told you before.” 


“Wish you had... now I can’t dance another step! 
You really mean no chafing?” 


"I really do! This Free-Stride Modess is the 
softest ever! 





A new improved napkin that 
doesn’t chafe is smooth news for 
any girl’s book! Sorority girls, 
students on every campus, are 
quickly learning this brand-new 
lesson in comfort! 


The secret of the chafe-free com- 
fort you'll find in new Free-Stride 
Modess lies in the clever fashion- 
ing of the napkin edges. 


Free-Stride Modess has extra 
cotton on its edges — extra soft- 
ness right where the cause of 


chafe begins. 


The extra cotton also acts to 
direct and retain moisture inside 
the napkin, keeps the edges dry 
and smooth longer. And dry 
smooth edges just don’t chafe! 


Walk. wrth comfort! Try the new Free-stride Modess/ 


So safe, too! Every Free-Stride 
Modess has a triple safety shield 
to guard against accidents. And 
never a telltale outline — Free- 
Stride Modess is silhouette-proof! 


New Free-Stride Modess is so 
luxury-comfortable — so luxury 
safe — and it’s on sale now! Get 


a package today, 








Frances Shelley Wees, who dreamed 
up the enviable situation in “Auction 
Sale”’on Page 30, is one of Canada’s most 
successful story-tellers. She has signed 
her name to at least 11 novels, her most 
recent titles being ‘Someone Called 
Maggie Lane,” and “Under the Quiet 
Water,” both of which brought highly 
fancy prices for serial presentation before 
book publication in England and in 
America. She has contributed several 
times to Chatelaine’s pages—‘‘ages 
ago,” with two poems, which she still 
considers the best work she ever turned 
out; and back in 1940, when her story, 
‘A Star for Susan,” appeared serially. 

She grew up in Saskatchewan where 
she later taught school and lectured 
on summer Chautauqua tours. Her home 
is now in Toronto: a big, comfortable 
house shared with husband, daughter, 
son and piles of manuscripts. And 
interesting pieces of furniture picked up 
at auction sales. “I used to haunt them,” 
she says. 
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Suit by Joly-Eite Apparels, Winnipeg 





NATURAL ARK RANCH MINK 


This Easter, th/s spring, realize your dream of owning MINK from 
Canada’s own Fur Farms. Ranch Mink in ali its dark 

splendour, all its natural radiance. 

For years, the prized fur-of-royalty-——today, mink with all its beauty, 
service and prestige is within reach of the 

average budget. The fur to invest in with confidence— 

because mink is always in style, always in good taste. “ 
This Easter, adopt lush Dark Ranch Mink as your accessory fur Your furrier will be pleased to suggest exciting, 
... in artfully arranged units of from one to eight skins. individual ways to wear RANCH MINK. 
Admire—as others surely will—how mink enhances your 


costume, your personality. Canadian Farm Fur Advertising 
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So gentle for children 


Our Doctor said, “Give your little boy 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia whenever he 


overindulges and feels sluggish.” 


Last night he needed, and took, genuine 
Phillips’. And this morning he awoke 
to gentle yet wonderfully effective relief 
Phillips’ can be taken any time without 


thought of embarrassing urgency. 











So thorough for grown-ups 


Dad's feeling bright this morning, too! 


No discomforts of acid indigestion— 


thanks to Phillips’. As an acid stomach 
alkalizer, Phillips’ is one of the fastest, 
most effective known. The 50¢ bottle con- 
tains 3 times as much as the 25¢ size. Also 





GENVINg 


rPHILLIPS’ 


PHILLIPS’ 


Sy nama 


MILK OF 


MAGNESIA 


Ld DWMOICL 


in handy tablet form. Get Phillips’ today. 











Order of 


ABIES should be given 
baths only until the navel cord has 
dried up and fallen off. This 
usually occurs before the seventh 
day of life. After that time all 
healthy normal babies should be given 


sponge 


a tub bath once a day. A convenient 
time for the bath is about three quarters 
of an hour before the second morning 
Baby is then fed again soon 


after his bath and usually sleeps for the 


feeding. 


rest of the morning. Some mothers find 
it handier to bathe older babies shortly 
before their supper. In this event the 
child eats this meal clad in sleepers, a 
bedroom 


warm dressing gown and 


slippers. 


How to Lift a Young Baby 

A baby under eight months of age 
should never be lifted up without sup- 
porting his head and the upper part of 
his back. As you know, his head is large 
compared with the rest of his body and 
the muscles of his neck are weak. Until 
he is several months old he cannot hold 
up his head steadily and therefore you 
need to support it for him. 

The best way to hold him is to place 
the palm of your right hand under his 
buttocks (seat) with your fingers extend- 
ing up his lower back. The palm of your 
left hand should be placed under the 
upper part of his back with your fingers 
stretching up behind his neck and head. 
In this way both his head and his back 
are supported, Never lift older babies o1 
children by the wrists or arms as this 
puts a severe strain on the joints and 
may cause injury to them. 


Bath Equipment 


The following articles are recom- 
mended: 
Folding rubber bath tub or enamel 


tub placed on a low table. Bath thermo- 


the Bath 
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meter advisable but not essential. Low 


chair. Dressing table (3 x 2 feet)—not 
essential. Two small, soft face cloths. 
Several large soft bath towels. Fine 
quality toilet soap. Baby powder with 
self-closing lid; or cornstarch. Powder 
box with absorbent cotton fluffs. <A 
small bottle of olive or mineral oil or 
baby oil. A package of absorbent cotton, 
One box toothpicks. Safety pins (a cake 
of soap makes a fine pincushion). Baby 
brush and fine-toothed comb. Tray oi 
flat basket for toilet articles. 

The room in which the bath is to be 
given should be extra warm (about 
75 deg. F.). 


should be 


The doors and windows 
closed to prevent 
If possible arrange to sit down when 
you are bathing baby, and lay out all 
the necessary articles and his clean 
clothes so that you can reach them 
easily without leaving your chair. 


Temperature of the Water 

Fill the bathtub half or two thirds full 
with water at a temperature of 98 to 
100 deg. F. It is best to determine the 
temperature with a bath thermometer, 
but if you haven’t one, you can judge 
it well enough by dipping your wrist or 
clbow into the water. It should feel 
After your baby is 
three months old the temperature may 


pleasantly warm. 


be reduced to 95 deg. F. and at one year 
to 90 deg. F. 


Technique of Bathing 

If you have a dressing table, spread a 
large bath towel over it, lay your baby 
on it and then undress him. Another 
handy method is to lay the towel on your 
lap and use it as a dressing table. In this 
event you would be wise to wear a 
waterproof apron. 

Baby will like the undressing proccss 


drafts. 


Janie on 


Pais A 


Genuine Evenflo Costs No More! 


Hospital Nurses 
Like Evenflo 


Its handy nipple, bottle, cap all-in-one 
unit saves time. Its wide-mouth bottle 
is easier to clean and fill. And Evenflo’s 
twin valve nipple helps 
tiny babies finish their bot- 
tles better. The 4-oz. hos- 
pital size Evenflo is used 
at home for giving fruit 
juices, water, etc. Complete 
4 & 8 oz. units at baby 
shops, drug, dept. stores 


Evenflo 


America’s 
Most Popular Nurser 
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AT A MOMENTS NOTICE / 
© It’s easy when you serve 
Van Camp’s Pork and 


Beans. Here’s ameal-in-a-minute 
that’s rich in nourishment .. . 
delicious as only Van Camp’s 
can be! You'll please every taste, 
satisfy every appetite with these 
plump, tender beans cooked to 
flavor perfection with choice 
pork and a secret tomato sauce. 
So enjoy this Quick-Meal of 
economy and quality often. 
Your grocer can supply all you 


want, 
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A Size for Every Need— 
15, 20, 28, 105 oz. tins 











better if you turn and lift him as little 
as possible. Lay him flat on his stomach 
to undo his clothes; then turn him over 
gently and remove his nightgown over 
his feet. Leave his shirt and diaper on 
until you have washed his face and head. 
Wash his face with water alone. Do not 
use soap on it. Then dry it by patting it 
gently with a soft bath towel. Then, 
while holding the back of his head and 
neck with your left hand, soap his hair 
with a soapy wash cloth. Be careful not 
to get any soap in his eyes. Then hold 
his head over the side of the bath and 
rinse off the soap with water from the 
wash cloth. Then gently rub his hair 
dry. It is probably best to wash your 
baby’s hair daily when he is little. When 
he gets older you can reduce this to 
every other day, unless he has spilt some 
food on it or otherwise got his hair dirty. 

When you have finished with his hair, 
take off the rest of his clothes and soap 
him all over, while he is lying on your 
lap. Put him in the tub as soon as you 
have soaped him so that he will not 
become chilly. When you are lifting him 
into his bath, support his head and upper 
back on your left wrist and grasp his left 
arm near the shoulder between the 
fingers and thumb of your left hand. 
Hold him firmly but not too tightly. 
Soapy babies are slippery! Hold his 
ankles with your right hand when lifting 
him into his bath. Hold him with your 
left arm and hand in a semi-reclining 
position in his bath and gently wash off 
the soap with the wash cloth. Most 
babies enjoy their baths and it is fun for 
you too, after you have had a little 
experience. 

After he has been rinsed off rather 
leisurely, lift him out and roll him gently 
in the towel either on your lap or the 
dressing table. Dry him by patting 
rather than rubbing. Then put some 
powder on him, especially in the folds 
of his skin, and dress him. When your 
baby is young, it is much better to draw 
his clothes on over his feet than over 
his head. In order to do this you should 
raise his body slightly by the ankles. 

Occasionally older babies are fright- 
ened of the big bath tub, possibly be- 
cause some soap has got into their eyes 
or because they have slipped under the 
water. Sometimes they are frightened 
by the noise of the water going down the 
drain, In this case you shouldn’t force 
baby into the bathtub. Try using the 
baby bath again. If that does not solve 
the trouble, give him sponge baths 
instead, even for weeks if necessary, 
until he has got his courage up again. 
Then use very little water and lift him 
out of the bath before pulling out the 
stopper. 


Ears, Nose and Mouth 


After baby is bathed and dressed you 
should clean his ears. It is never wise 
to use absorbent cotton rolled around a 
toothpick for this purpose, as he is sure 
to wriggle and the delicate lining of the 
ear canal may be injured as a result. A 
useful swab for cleaning out his ears can 
be made as follows. Spread out a thin 
piece of absorbent cotton to the size of 
about two by two inches. Lay a tooth- 
pick with its thin end in the centre of 
this square. Roll the absorbent tightly 
around the thin end. Then remove the 
toothpick and you have a narrow cone 
of absorbent about two and a hall 
inches long. Make several of these cones 

# Continued on page 90 
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hese Bread Dishes 
ake Budgets Happy : 


In these days of high prices, 








Flank Steak 
with savory stuffing is a wonderful 
way to get more portions from a 









bread stretches your food money! mt steak and win compliments from 
® Many a festive surprise for your family can save . \ y your family! 
you money at the same time! Let bread work magic ; 
for you day-in—day-out. Use it as crumbs, slices, J — \ 
toast, cubes . . . to dress up left-overs and to make ens 


expensive foods yield more portions. Eaten by itself, 
or combined with other ingredients bread is a highly 
nutritious food—substantial, satisfying and so delicious. 


Meat Balls 


hold their flavor and juices 
better when equal amounts of 
chopped meat and soft bread 
crumbs are used. 





@ Canadian Bakers’ bread is 
an important source of protein 
for muscle building and tissue 
repair. Bakers’ bread is one 

of the cheapest sources of 
food energy, too! 








Fe s 
\ u Escalloped Corn. 
\ Alternate layers of canned corn 
\ and buttered crumbs, moistened 
with highly seasoned white sauce 


and browned in oven. Yum ! 
oan, 

me Cinnamon Toast 

; ’ at tea time lends a 


on 
th 


sti 
th 
be 
WI 





festive note that is \ br 
out of all proportion to Ca ‘ to 

the short time it takes of 
to prepare. ; 
=| 
Eggs in ham nests m Io 
offer an ingenious way to vary ig 
your regular ham casserole AW 
recipe. Bake in moderate oven SV 
until eggs are firm. ‘a 


repel br caer Br ead's Your Best Buy ! , 


Baths 





E COULD go to Fortin,” the drawling voice 
said, “and float with the gardenias in the 
swimming pools, Would you wear a white 
bathing suit, my darling? Tequila is two pesos 
a bottle. We could have a lovely lovely time.” 

Elaine stood up. She put down her glass, quietly, 
on the table, picked up her coat and walked through 
the party and out the door. Outside the hotel she 
stopped, fighting the wind. A Norte was blowing, 
the great gale that rips in over the Gulf of Mexico, 
bending the palm trees before it and flailing their 
windmill arms. At the foot of the hill it hurled great 
breakers high on the beach. She could see their 
towering crests crashing, white against the black night. 

Waves—and a high wind. Shut your eyes and 
pretend it’s the Pacific breaking on the sands of 
English Bay. Vancouver. Home. 

Stubbornly she turned straight into the wind and 
fought her way down toward the water. She was 
eating sand now, as well as her words. How long ago 
was it—only two months?—since she had blithely 
sworn she would never be lonely, that working in 
a foreign country was the most exciting thing that 
could happen to a girl. Lonely! she had cried scorn- 
fully. What an idea! And now 

Her eyes were stinging. # Continued on page 58 
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Friend of the 
Bride’s Sister 


Sometimes a man can explain one woman to another. 


Especially if he’s in love .. . and mad enough. Sometimes 


he can extricate a girl’s heart from old fears and 


bitterness and make it warm again 


by Cecilia Bartholomew 


HEY were all home for Carol’s wedding. Eliza- 

beth, the gentle oldest sister, her soft cheeks 

pink with excitement, her blue eyes near to 

sentimental tears. Margo, the clever one, too big 

and bony to be handsome, but smart now with 
the smartness she had learned, so that no one ever 
stopped to ask if she was really good-looking. Carol, 
of course, the pretty one. The same family blue eyes, 
only bluer. The same family fair hair, fairer. The 
same family fine skin, finer. 

“ And then there’s me,” thought Jane. 

Jane came before Carol, not after, but she had 
always thought passionately that it should have been 
the other way about. Whatever she was, Carol was 
a little bit more. She was the positive, and Carol 
was the comparative. Now Jane could smile about 
it, she thought, trying a little smile, but when she had 
been growing up, it had been ‘her tragedy. Having an 
older sister who was prettier, more talented, more 
popular would have had a certain rightness about it, a 
fitness. But there was nothing right or fit about having 
a younger sister who was all these things. 

Elizabeth ,had never wanted to do anything but 
marry and have a family, and she had done that. 
Margo had ambittgns and had made herself an artistic 
career designing clothes and smart accessories. Carol 
was beautiful. Only Jane had been ignorant or inno- 
cent of her destiny. As a sort of protective measure 
she had made herself efficient, and her boss had 
demurred when she asked for a month off. 

“To go home for a wedding,” ‘she said. 

“Not yours, I hope?” 

He was just her height, even with her moderate 
office heels. He stood very straight to look her in 
the eyes. His concern was more than just an em- 
ployer’s. She was carefully impersonal because—well, 
she could never marry anyone shorter than herself. 

“‘Not mine,” she answered. 

He blushed his relief. His fair skin blushed easily. 

““I don’t know what I’d do if you Jeft me. I—I’ve 
got used to you,” he ended lamely. 

Jane smiled briefly. “It’s my youngest sister.” 
Then she didn’t like the sound of that. “‘We’re just 
two years apart.” 


NOW SHE WAS sitting cross-legged on the bed, 


writing thank-you notes over Carol’s name for all the 


presents that piled up the dining table downstairs 
and overflowed to the card tables set along the wall 
under the windows. Margo was doing simple, won- 
derful things to a bit of lace that tomorrow would 
do simple, wonderful things to Carol’s hair and eyes. 
Elizabeth, with a dedicated look on her calm face, was 
putting tiny stitches into the hem of Carol’s gown. 
Carol was sitting on the vanity bench hugging her 
ankles with one hand and putting chocolate creams 
into her mouth with the other. 

“T think it’s terrible,” Jane said, “the way you 
sit there eating chocolates.” 

“Nothing ever makes me gain a pound, you know 
that.” 

“That isn’t what I mean.” 

“I know. You think I should be feeling so spiritual 
tonight that I would have no thought for chocolate 
creams.” She grinned. “Jud isn’t feeling spiritual 
tonight.” 

“Tt’s a nervous reaction,” Elizabeth said. 

“What is?” 

“Your eating chocolates. My wedding night I 
couldn’t stop drinking coffee. I just kept on and on 
until—’ 

“Until what?” 

“Until Bob just picked me up and carried me into 
the bedroom.” 

All the girls hooted and Elizabeth blushed. 

“Why, Lizzie,” Carol admonished. ‘And in front 
of Jane.” 

Elizabeth looked flustered and Jane firmed her lips. 

“I’ve read about it in books,” she said shortly and 
then turned to Carol. “ You’ve eaten enough choco- 
lates to give you a whole crop of hickies on your back 
tomorrow. 

Carol put another candy into her mouth, ‘‘ Nothing 
gives me a crop of hickies, you know that.” 

Yes, | know that, Jane thought with a resentment 
that swept away the seven years since she had been 
home as if they had been but a minute. ‘‘Just the 
same, if | was being married tomorrow, | wouldn’t sit 
around eating chocolates all night,” 

“But you’re not being married tomorrow, my pet. 
I am.” Carol didn’t sound angry, only amused, as 
she had always been. She looked up as her father came 
into the room and moved the box of candy, but he 
didn’t sit down, 

He stood there, out of place in the middle of the 
bedroom piled with silks and laces, a big homely man 
who had never got over his embarrassment at finding 


himself the only male in a family of five females, 
He talked in a deep rumble into his big mustache 
and only if you were a member of his family and 
acquainted with all the variations of his rumble, could 
you tell what he was saying. Most of the time he had 
little to say. 

‘Leave Janie alone,”” he rumbled now. 


JANE WAS well acquainted with that rumble and 
looked up to smile at him. Papa always had stood 
up for her, which had only convinced her that she 
needed it. Her hair, with its permanent a nice soft 
wave, was as curly now as Carol’s natural curl, but 
it still felt straight, If she used a rinse, it would have 
been as pale as Carol’s too, but something held her 
back. Tall girls, girls taller than she, were fashionable 
now in fashion magazines, but it was still a problem 
to find a man taller, and she could never sit hugging 
her ankles the way Carol was doing and look like 
anything less leggy than a giraffe. Papa meant to 
be kind, but maybe it would have been kinder to say 
nothing. 

“All I meant was,” Carol explained, “that Jane 
is too romantic.” 

“What’s wrong with being romantic?” her father 
rumbled. “‘ Maggie!” 

She came up the stairs pufling from her overweight 
and because her legs gave her trouble. She was a 
shy woman, looking out from lowered eyelids, showing 
her dimples, her girlhood mannerisms given long life 
by her husband’s love. “Oh, there you are, John,” she 
said. “Chon” was what she really said. 

“What’s wrong with being romantic?” he demanded. 

“Go along with you,” Maggie said, 

“Janie’s more like your mother than any of the 
rest of you. And there’s no woman finer or prettier 
than your mother.” 

“What are you doing here in the girls’ bedroom, 
as out of place as a fish on land?” Maggie asked to 
cover her pleased confusion. 

“Leave him alone, mother,” Margo said, “it’s time 
he found out a few things.” 

“And I suppose you think you could tell me,” John 
rumbled. 

Margo broke herself another length of thread and 
threaded her needle. ‘‘ Mother’s getting so vain there’s 
no living with her. Ever since the doctor said her 
skin was fine and fair. She pretends it’s foolishness, 
but she can’t forget it.” 

“Hush!” said Maggie, the fingers swollen with 
arthritis going to her cheeks where a soft blush was 
spreading. 

“You’d be happy to have her complexion, any of 
you,” John said. “There’s not one can match it, 
except perhaps Janie.” Continued on page 34 


“So different from her sister. You'd 
hardly know they were from the 
same family ... Isn’t it a shame? 
But I don’t suppose she knows.” 


Illustrated by Al Moore. 
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1930 GLAMOUR. No trous- 
seau was complete without 
the “teddy,” a one-piece 
undergarment that replaced 
the shimmy shirt. Complete 
with boudoir cap, ribbons. 
























SOPHISTICATED — and 
how! Yep. Mother rolled 
her socks, scarfed her neck- 
line, upped her skirt and 
lowered her waist in °28. 
A Chatelaine fashion group. 


CHATELAINE’S FIRST COWER, showti 
at top of page, featured the anchanging 


symbol: the mistress of the home. Seventy 


thousand Canadians entered preliminary 
title contest which was won by a British 


Columbia rancher’s wife. 


Prize, $1,000. 
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What’s happened to us all, these two decades since 


Chatelaine first appeared, ’way back in March, 1928? 


Here’s a quick review that highlights the most 


UNDERCOVER NON. 
CHALANCE is _por- 
trayed by model in 
1928 displaying new 
foundation garment, 
complete to silk stock 
ings and rope of beads. 





telling short era in the history of Canadian women 





REMEMBER THE FIRST TIME you 
went into a tobacco store? This advert- 
isement of the early "Thirties says it’s 
okay for ladies to enter and do a little 
quiet shopping—for menfolks perhaps? 


DRIVING WOMEN. They were in the 
forefront of phenomena during the riotous 
‘Twenties. Car colors, upholstery, acces- 
sories were designed to catch their eye. 


SAUCY SUE of 1930 went in for Colleen 
Moore bangs and a close back shingle; 
waistline round her hipbones; real silk 
crepe in every wardrobe. This is a 
Chatelaine high-style from Paris couture. 
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The Farmer Says: 


E CANNOT and will not produce milk at a 
loss. If he can’t make a fair profit and have a 
decent standard of living, then he will go 
into some other branch of farming. 

Dairy farming is hard work—12 to 18 
hours a day—not only for the farmer but for his 
wife and children. 

If he is to get the maximum from his herd, he 
must milk at 12-hour intervals. This means early 
—5 a.m.—rising. If he doesn’t milk until 7 a.m. 
he cannot milk again until 7 p.m., and his evening 
is spoiled. 

Milking is a 365-day-a-year job—Christmas 
Day, New Year’s Day, Saturday and Sunday. 
There is no escaping the twice-daily routine. 

Working conditions in many parts of the 
country, six months of the year, are depressing: 
pitch black for both milkings and often bitterly 
cold. There is difficulty in keeping the herd 
healthy when the temperature drops and stays 
degrees below zero. 

The life of a dairy herd is uncertain. Experts 
estimate the producing period at between two and 
10 years, with five years as an average. 

In addition to all these hazards, the dairy 
farmer is faced with rising costs, just as is the 
urban dweller. 

In the last three years the price of feed, alone, 
has doubled. 

Since 1939 farm wage rates have tripled. 

Essential dairy machinery has also gone up. 

The price of dairy cattle has risen so much the 
dairy farmer finds it more profitable to sell his 
cattle in the U.S. market, than he does to sell milk 
in the Canadian market. Restocking is such a 
costly business he switches to other branches of 
farming rather than restock. 

Since 1939 the Canadian food price index has 
risen 75% and is still rising. Milk has risen only 
52% and has a ceiling. 

It has been said that if the farmer were more 
efficient, he could produce milk at lower costs. 
Nevertheless, the production per cow in Canada 
is greater than in England, and compares 
favorably with other milk-producing countries, 
which is hardly consistent with inefficiency. 

Another complaint against the farmer is that 
he keeps no books and therefore cannot know his 
costs. After working 16 hours a day in the barn 
and field, he has no stomach for bookkeeping. 

Today, the average age of the Canadian farmer 
is around 60 years. Canadian farmers are getting 
old. There may be no one to take his place be- 
cause the rumor is that younger men are leaving 
the farm for more lucrative and less exhausting 
work, 

In spite of the increase in the price of milk, the 
production of milk in the past year has declined 
2% to 214%, indicating what the farmer thinks 
about the benefits to be derived from the pro- 
duction of milk. 


The Dairyman Says: 


LL HIS efforts are concentrated on keeping 

prices down. When prices rise, sales fall off. 

There is no profit in the distribution of small 

amounts of milk. Profits lie only in large 

sales volume. The dairyman’s profit, per 
quart, is only a fraction of a cent, averaging 
around half a cent per quart. 

Milk supplies fall rapidly when winter comes. 
Lacking green pastures, using more energy to 
keep warm, cows yield less. But the daily supply 
of milk arrives as usual, often at extra expense to 
the dairyman, because supplementary sources of 
supply must be found, often from far afield. Men 
engaged in the distribution of milk fight through 
snowbound country roads to pasteurizing and 
bottling plants, and finally through icy snow- 
blocked streets to the consumer’s home, often before 
she is out of bed. The delivery of milk becomes a 
daily triumph of organization and devotion 
to duty. 

Every drop of milk, from the time it enters the 
dairy until it reaches the consumer, is under the 
most rigid inspection. 

Dairies have a large investment in pasteurizing, 
sterilizing, and delivery equipment, refrigeration 
and bottle-storage space. They also give employ- 
ment to great numbers of people, all over the 
Dominion. 

Using one big province as an example, the price 
paid the farmer by the distributor for milk since 
1939 has increased, on the average, about 90%. 
On the other hand, the price charged the con- 
sumer has increased, on the average, during the 
same time only 57%. This shows that the dairy- 
man has absorbed over a third of the increase 
paid the farmer, while at the same time paying 
increased wage rates, increased costs for bottles, 
bottle caps, cases, cans, wagons and many other 
articles necessary for the processing and delivery 
of milk. 

The dairyman feels it is not possible to reduce 
the cost of distribution further without more 
active co-operation on the part of the consuming 
public, 

Perhaps milk salesmen have spoiled the house- 
wife. Certainly the service they give has gone to 
extremes. For example, a milkman is often kept 
waiting five minutes while the housewife goes 
upstairs to hunt for her purse. Or she may go out 
and leave a note telling him she will pay him next 
time, asking him to put the milk into the icebox. 
All this personal service costs money and comes 
in for a fair amount of abuse, 

If any changes are to be made in the present 
distributing methods, full co-operation of the 
consumers is necessary. 

But, even at present prices, milk is still the 
cheapest principal food available to consumers. 


The price for a quart of standard milk 
varies across Canada from 10c to 23c. 
Chatelaine’s Consumer Councillors tell 
what they think about these prices, in an 
authoritative cross-section of women's 
.opinions on this debatable subject. 
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1. Why Does It Cost So Much? 


What’s back of all the arguments about milk prices? Why has 


milk gone up in price when a Royal Commission in Ontario 


decided that it could be reduced by three cents? Do Canadian 


women think the price is fair or unfair? Is there anything 


they can do themselves to help reduce the price? Chatelaine 


studies these questions with the aid of its Consumer Council. 


The Mother Says: 


ER CHIEF objection to rising prices is based 
entirely on need. 

Considerable money and effort have been 
spent educating her to believe that milk is an 
essential food—the most perfect single food 

available; and that the minimum requirements, per 
day, are one quart for children and one pint for adults. 

All very well, but if the price of milk is going to 
be pushed up and up, neither she nor her family are 
going to get that minimum. It looks to her as though 
everyone must make a profit excepting the housewife, 
whose family will probably take a loss in poorer health 
and teeth, 

What she can’t understand is why no one can agree 
on whether the present prices of milk are fair prices, 

She reads in the paper reports from the Royal 


‘ Commission on milk: “Milk Prices Too ae oa 


“Milk Prices Could Be Cut Three Cents.” 

Instead of being cut they go up some more. 

Rumor has it the farmer is out to make a fat profit; 
she hears that a lot of money is wasted in delivery 
services, with three and four dairies making calls every 
day on the same street. 

She- questions whether there’s much difference in 
milk anyway, because it must meet a Government 
standard before the farmer is allowed to sell it, and 
once it is pasteurized and bottled, who can really 
tell the difference between milk from one dairy and 
another? 

She also hears that prices might be cut if she were 
willing to take delivery of her milk at a store and 
carry it home; there’s also talk that if the milkman 
called every second day, prices might be reduced. 

Altogether, she’s pretty confused, 

To help her clear her thinking on some of these 
issues, and to find out what Canadian women, as 
a whole, really feel about the rising price of fluid milk, 
Chatelaine went to its Consumer Council for help. 
Here is a panel of 2,000 women, willing and eager to 
channel their thinking into a common pool for the 
benefit of the many. Because they are chosen by 
province, city size, age and income, and balanced as 
to rural and urban groups, their collective answers are 
authoritative. 

This is what they think: 

Is it a fair price? Canadian women as a whole 
are far less prejudiced against the current price of milk 
than one would imagine. From coast to coast they are 
split in their decision, 50-50, And they know their 
own minds, Only three out of every hundred women 
gave no opinion on the matter. 


The amount of money a woman has to spend on 
her food bills has little to do with her resentment 
against the price. This was indicated by very little 
variation in opinion between the lowest and the 
highest income groups. There was some contrast when 
it came to age groups. Considerably more women 
over 45 felt it was a fair price than did those in age 
groups 15 to 35. Possibly the older women are further 
removed from the daily demands of “another glass 
of milk please,” than the younger women. Nearly 
two thirds of the younger age groups thought the 
present price of fluid milk too high, 

The largest cleavage of opinion lay, of course, 
between the thinking of women on farms and women 
in cities. Twice as many women living in rural areas 
felt the price of fluid milk was fair, as compared to 
the women in large cities. 

In Ontario, where the average price of fluid milk 
is the highest in the Dominion, the 50-50 balance 
was lost. Three fifths of Ontario women thought the 
price unfair, 

To show how one or two cents affects the point 
of view, in B. C., where the average price per quart 
is a little lower than in Ontario, only one third of the 
women thought it unfair. 

What's the price of a quart of milk? As of 
January 1, 1948, prices paid for a quart of standard 
milk in Canada varied all the way from 10c to 23c. 

Chatelaine asked Councillors to report the price 
they were paying for standard milk-—not Jersey or 
any other special kind. 

In the Prairies, the Maritimes and Ontario, some 
Councillors reported paying as little as 10c a quart. 
A few women in remote areas in Ontario quoted the 
23c figure. 

The chart of prices showed that Ontario housewives 
were paying the highest prices for fluid milk in the 
Dominion. Nearly 90% were paying 16 to 18¢ per 
quart of standard milk. 

On the Prairies, one third of the women were paying 
14c and one third 16c. 


Over half the women in the Maritimes paid 16c, ? 


and 17c. 


In B. C. the majority were paying 15c¢ and 17c. 


Chatelaine, March, 1948 — 23 









Are families drinking less milk? There has 
been some speculation as to what has happened to the 
consumption of milk since the recent over-all rise in 
price. 

Chatelaine Councillors report a decrease of nine 
per cent, This figure was arrived at by asking Coun- 
cillors how many quarts they had been ordering before 
the last price increase, and what they were ordering 
now, 

Not only has consumption decreased nine per cent 
but the number of families using no milk has increased. 
Those using small amounts have alse increased in 
numbers. Families which had been in the habit of 
using two or more quarts a day have cut down. 
Evidence shows that families in the lower income 
groups in particular are using less milk than they did 
before the price increase. 

Who’s to biame for high prices? Half the 
housewives believe prices are unfair, but whom do 
they blame? 

The distributor (or dairyman) is blamed by two 
thirds of the Councillors. 

Highest criticism comes from the big cities wher: 
well over three quarters thought the distributor was 
more to blame than the producer (or farmer). There 
is very little variation from province to province, or in 
age and income groups. 

Comments from the women showed they have a 
persistent feeling that greater economies could be 
introduced by those who handle the milk after it leaves 
the farmer. 

The farmer appears to have the sympathy of the 
majority of housewives in,every province. No matter 
how much money they have to spend or what age 
they are, no matter whether they live in cities, towns 
or on farms, they are sorry for the farmer. 

Only 15 out of every 100 women put the onus for 
rising fluid milkgprices on the farmer, compared to 
68 who blame the dairyman. 

But while the women were critical because of an 
apparent lack of ecdnomies in the distribution of milk, 
whether they would co-operate with the dairyman in 
his effort to bringaabst these economies, is another 
matter. + Continued on page 76 
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T WAS DARK in the hall. As dark and dull and 

lonely as though a grey cloud had squeezed through 

the front door and up all those winding stairs. 

There was no sun in here. Not ever. And there 

wasn’t any night, just this grey ghost cloud, and 
one small light bulb. One to each floor and all the 
same, the cords long and black and bearded with dust, 
the bulbs sallow pimples beneath deep collars of grime 
that wouldn’t wash off. Debrie had tried it once, just 
the bulb on her floor; she had wet the corner of her 
handkerchief and scrubbed hard as she could, but the 
dirt was greasy and thick and wouldn’t come off but 
only streaked black. 

It was still streaked black and the light was more 
useless than ever before, it didn’t reach the corners, 
not nearly, not enough to show whether the heap was 
a pile of newspaper or maybe a little child huddled 
against the wall, or a bundle of old rags. It made just 
that one yellow pool at the top of the stairs where the 
carpet was all worn through. There had been roses on 
it once, it had been like a flower garden all over, but 
that must have been long ago. 

And the walls, there was no knowing what the walls 
used to be, sometimes they seemed grey, and some- 
times they seemed brown, They were very slick to 
touch and not falling off in hunks like some of the 
other houses. They were thin walls, you could hear 
things right through them. And that’s what Debrie 
did with most all her time, She listened at the walls, 


DEBRIE WAS supposed to play outdoors after 
school, but there were no other second graders in her 
house, only big boys and big girls and babies, but 
anyway she didn’t care, she knew lots of things about 
children. What she wanted to know about were 
mothers. More than anything in the world, she wanted 
to know about them. 

Mrs. Collin lived on the first floor, she was fat and 
loud; even her breathing came right through the wall. 
She had six children she scolded every day and she had 
a husband she scolded too, but after listening you got 
to know that it really wasn’t scolding at all, but only a 
sort of way of talking. She never said, ‘ Here’s a nice 


clean white dress for you, Anne.” But, “If you get a 
spot on that white dress, I’Il lick you!” You see, it was 
only a sort of way of talking. 

Debrie listened and listened, and she tried hard to 
remember, Had Martha been like that? 

Across the hall on the first floor was Mrs. Hobson, 
but she was old and sick and probably never had been 
a mother to anybody, so Debrie didn’t listen there. 
Mrs. Judley lived on the second floor, she had two 
great boys almost 12 years old. They were twins and 
she was so proud of them. She talked out the window 
and on the phone and to anyone who would listen, 
it was “My boys did this!” and “‘ My boys did that!” 
and it was wonderful what she put into those words, as 
though she were the proudest woman in all the world. 

Maybe Martha had been like that. 

Mrs, Halen lived on the next floor. She nagged. 
She never forgot any badness and she never re- 
membered any goodness. And Mrs. Warner across the 
hall shrieked and squealed sometimes because she was 
happy, but mostly it was because she wasn’t, and 
Debrie never listened on the third floor. Because if 
Martha had been like them, she didn’t want to know. 

Mrs. Peters on the fourth floor was Debrie’s 
favorite. Mrs. Peters had a baby girl and she played 
with it all the time. Every afternoon she played and 
told stories about the little pig who didn’t find his way 
home and about Miss Muffet and Mary’s lamb, all 
very little stories because her baby was a very small 
baby, only six months old. Debrie had played with it 
sometimes, too. It was Mrs. Peters she was supposed 
to go to if she had to use the bathroom or hurt herself 
or it rained or anything, because on account of the 
baby Mrs, Peters was most always home. She smelled 
pretty and looked clean and her hands were soft and 
warm. Out of all the mothers in the world Debrie 
hoped Martha had been like that. 

She tried to remember. Sometimes in the night she 
would waken and lie there and try to dream it rcal. 
But she never had. It wasawful not knowing what your 
mother was like. And she couldn’t ask, because her 
daddy was so far away. 

He had gone away that day her mother died, and he 


Chatelaine, March, 1948 — 25 


They lived in two separate worlds ... 
the child and her father ... until the 
bird with the broken wing 


came to open the door between them 


had never come back. Debrie could remember that 
part, and she could remember what her mother looked 
like. She had never forgotten that, it was a picture 
she could pick out of her heart any time she wanted. 

It was the silence she remembered. That, first of all. 
There wasn’t a sound in all the apartment. Debric 
had walked from room to room all by herself until she 
saw the wood stands, they were queer and black and 
every bit as tall as herself. There was a great long 
box across their top. It was a very shiny box. Debrie 
had stood on a chair and looked in. 

Her mother was smiling. Perhaps that was the most 
important part of all to remember, her mother had 
been smiling. She looked pretty, sleeping there, like 
the princess in the fairy story. And just then Debrie’s 
father had tiptoed in, but he hadn’t kissed her like the 
prince in the book. He didn’t kiss her, and she didn’t 
wake up. 

There was something frightening about his face, it 
was so white and his eyes were so big. He stood there 
looking down into the box, too. 

“Look at her, Debrie, and don’t ever forget her. Not 
any part of her loveliness. She’s dead.” His voice was 
so low, it trembled like a tight wound wire. “Oh God, 
everything that I’ve loved in the world is dead.” 


AND THAT was when he went away. Not all of him, 
just his eyes crawling farther and farther away until 
it seemed as though they weren’t really seeing. Not 
sceing things here but something maybe in another 
world, something she couldn’t reach or understand. 
Something, from the look in them, that hurt him 
terribly. And then even that was gone, and only 
emptiness left. 

That was why she never hed been able to ask him 
what had gone before. It was as though she and he 
would always be strangers because there was no way 
of knowing what he was thinking, there was no way 
of getting acquainted with a man whose eyes were dead. 

So Debrie had listened at walls. And sometimes, 
listening, she would remember things, a bit of laughter 
or a snatch of song, and just this afternoon she had 
remembered the most of # Continued on page 46 


by Stewart Toland 


Mustrated by Jack Bush 
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Pity the 


N CANADA—yes, Canada, this clean, fresh, 

vigorous country—there are thousands of women 

drug addicts. Most of them are above average in 

wits and respectability. Respectability can’t be 

measured scientifically, but intelligence can, and 
it’s the bright young things who make with the joy 
pop. They are nearly always nicely dressed and 
mannered and there are so many of these in our midst 
that at least one will have given herself a jolt of the 
needle before you finish this story. 

It could happen to you; could start with a*harmless 
but habit-forming tonic, or with sedatives, sleeping 
pills, nerve aids or what not, But if you should go on 
the dope at all, the chances are nine to five you'll do 
it with both eyes wide open—perhaps on a dare. 
Maybe a self-dare, 

Respectable drug users aren’t in jail, never bave 
been in jail, and probably won’t get closer to a eell 
than a rest home or mental hospital, 

Twenty-one per cent of the 1,566 women who are 
in Canadian prisons are locked up because they’re 
drug addicts, and for them jail is like a revolving door. 
They'll be in and out like money in the bank, because 
they’ve given themselves over to their habit. 

‘But those 325 are but a small proportion of Canada’s 
feminine drug users because many get away with it. 
Nobody knows for sure how many there are, or who 
they are, but they’re on a high cultural level: profes- 
sional people, designers, singers, actresses, radio 
performers and so on. Their individual I Q is above 
average and their collective rating borders on genius. 

The drug habit, when it grips, often pounces like a 
man-eating tiger, but some escape with only a wound 
or two. Usually these are people who suffer none of 
the sinking fear that this shot might be the last. Take 
nurses, for example. They can secrete a tablet or so 
against the time of terror, should it arrive, but a few in 
even this case-hardened group were tipped over the 
edge last August. 

August, 1947, you may recall, was the hottest month 
in the 106 years of weather recording in Canada. 
Humid, too. No breeze. On the 14th night of that 
heat wave a Toronto nurse who had spent the stifling 
hours providing stimulants or sedatives for restless 
patients suddenly thought of herself. Why not a small 
shot in her own arm? There it was, right handy on the 
tray. There she was alone in the ward, There was no 
one to refuse her, Time after time she’d seen pain, 
care and the burden of worry wiped away under the 
power of those drugs. What are we waiting for? 

You probably expect that this nurse be¢ame a 
hopeless addict within a few weeks, and in this case 
you’re right because she did. She was jobless in 
September, and a rest-home patient in October. We 
know about her case, But there are others, exposed to 
similar temptations and doses, whom we would neve! 
suspect. 

If bought legally, narcotic drugs are cheaper than 
headache tablets, hence money, the very thing that 
drives the poor into police traps, is no problem for 
nurses or doctors. They can float on drugged air for a 
nickel, 

But the girl who has no such source of supply often 
spends up to $40 a day seven days a week and then 
fails to satisfy her cravings, 
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She’s intelligent, well above the average. She has 


to be — to keep her secret... to pay the peddlers who 


wait in dark alleys or parked cars ... to find ever more 


money for a habit both tragic and costly 


Girl who takes Dope 


by Gordon Sinelair 


To get such money she must be smart or attractive 
or both, and she generally is. Prison officials will tell 
you that the cleanest, best dressed and most intelligent 
among their inmates are usually the hopheads, but 
to label them “dope fiends” is misleading. 


IF THE word “fiend” conjures up some violent or 
aggressive woman you can scrap it and substitute 
tranquil or relaxed for the period when they are “on 
the mojo”; weepy when just taken off, and hungry 
after their first junk-free week. 

There’s an exception in the case of the “sniffers” 
because cocaine, which is sniffed up the nose rather 
than injected in the arm, always leaves the user 
irritable and often makes her ferocious and savage. 
Luckily cocaine is all but banished from the Canadian 
scene. 

In its place morphine or heroin is used and these 
bring on languid tranquillity, clarity of mind and self- 
confidence to the point of ecstasy . . . but no violence 
or thought of violence. 

When a woman is “on the junk” she’ll lie, cheat, 
steal, spy and use her native craft or guile in unbeliev- 
able ways, but she won’t let fly with a pistol or stab 
with a knife even to appease her cravings. 

Doctors, who deal with such characters, say they 
are as close to a cure after 10 days off the stuff as 
they’d be after 10 years. 

The 10-day treatment is never put into practice 
with those addicts who are arrested. They must serve 
a minimum of six months. Persons sent to rest homes 
by members of their family are sometimes out in a 
week and usually out in a month. Since they don’t 
meet with known drug addicts on the inside and don’t 
come out to seek pleasure with addicts in their social 
life, their chances of permanent cure are better. 

In trying to piece together a story of female drug 
users I talked with 14 who shared a total of 57 convic- 
tions and only one in this group was antagonistic. 
She, a war bride from overseas, told me she’d gone 
on the hop just for the devil of it without urging or 
suggestion from anyone else. 

“Yes, but how?” I asked. “How does anyone find 
drug peddlers. How would you find your first shot?” 

As if slapped in the face this girl leaped from her 
chair and crushed me with the rebuke . . . “Who do 
you take me for, copper; a stool? Do I look like a 
gazer?” 

From the others, from members of the R.C.M.P. 
narcotic squad, and from prison officials, we learn that 
the average feminine drug user of the so-called 
criminal type is in her late twenties. She lives in a 
city but has come from a small town, is restless, above 
average in intelligence and appearance, and is thus 
capable of earning a good income by prostitution. 
On the West Coast addicts are younger than elsewhere. 

The majority of drug addicts are in Montreal, 
Toronto, Vancouver, Winnipeg, Windsor and Hamil- 
ton in that order. There are almost none in Alberta, 
Saskatchewan or the Maritimes, and the average 
small town is free of the problem. 

Doctors and druggists in such places are the fre- 
quent victims of addicts who attempt to rifle their 
shops or cars or by those who dream up amazing 
symptoms so that the doctor will slip them a jolt. 


Narcotic inspectors for the R.C.M.P. regret to say 
it, but when faced with a crazed woman screaming, 
pleading, or demanding a shot, the mill-run doctor in a 
Canadian town will give it to her on a promise that 
she gets out of town and stays out. He then appeases 
his conscience by making no charge. 

Because the addict who gets caught is the only one 
you can examine or question, this article deals mostly 
with them, but there are countless others who escape 
the consequences of their habit. Gf the women caught, 
about 90% are prostitutes in spite of the fact that the 
use of drugs deadens sexual desire and competence. 
They have taken up the oldest profession simply 
because they need money—lots of it—every day. 
Few of the girls hustle their own patrons but rely on 
others to keep them supplied. These customers are 
known as Square Johns, or nonaddicts, because male 
hopheads are disinterested. More than 95% of girl 
addicts are teetotalers and 65% are nonsmokers. 

The average will take 12 fixes or shots a day, by 
needle, and each cost $3 until last fall when in Toronto 
and Montreal the price was cut to $2. 

Police deny that this shows a buyer’s market or 
greater supply. They say the so-called middleman has 
been cut out and jobbers are now selling junk on the 
street corners where middlemen once “dished the 
mojo.” 

Such joy hops, if bought legally, might run around 
30 for 25 cents . . . or less than a cent each; seldom 
more than a maximum of three cents each. But their 
current minimum to the user is $2. 


TO LOOK at this increasing problem let’s deal with 
Anna as a typical example of the feminine addict and 
see how she got that way. Anna is known to the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police under seven names 
but none of them is Anna. 

She was born of reputable parents in a Western 
Ontario town where she graduated from high school as 
a slim and attractive brunette ... almost black 
haired . . . with good teeth and fine blue eyes. 

In 1939, when she was 19, Anna moved to Toronto 
“just to look around” and was soon a file clerk in a big 
office. Her chief suggested that Anna would make 
better progress if she studied shorthand and typing 
but soon after beginning such a course Anna got a 
job in a war plant at better money. 

Within a year she was averaging $42 a week and 
was moving about in fast company. Unknown to 
Anna the boy friend she’d linked up with was a minor 
hoodlum with a record. They managed to get on the 
same work shift and spent many off hours together. 

In the crowd they moved with were two drug 
addicts; a girl and her boy friend. These neve: made 
efforts to talk Anna into the use of drugs but some- 
times, in the presence of Anna and her friends, they’d 
make themselves a fix and give themselves a shot in the 
arm. Asa result there would be gaiety and animation 
on the part of the two dopers but nobody paid much 
attention. 

Anna told me it was the irregular hours of her war 
job that started her using junk. For the first two days 
after changing hours she was just dead on her feet. 
She envied her narcotic pals their bounce and jive 
even though she + Continued on page 64 
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What's the 
Good Word 


Each of the following senterices 
contains a common mistake in 
choice of words. See if you can spot 
all four errors. 


1, The Smiths asked my wife and I 


over for the evening. 


2. It’s completely different to the 


situation we faced last year. 

3. The art gallery possesses a most 
unique painting. — 

4. The lecturer went on to infer that 
inflation could not be avoided. 


Sometimes there’s a troublesome 
similarity in words that have quite 
different meanings. Can you pick 
out examples of this in the follow- 
ing sentences? And substitute the 
right word in each case? 


5. Climactic conditions at Moosonee 
do not favor the production of 
peaches. 

6. The sergeant found the recruit 
cleaning his teeth in the oblation 
hut. 

7. He made the observance that she 
had once been a very attractive 
girl. 

8. It was a serious emergency as the 
medicine chest contained no anee- 
dote. 

9. Because she hadn’t paid her club 
fees she was disbarred from the 
presidency. 

10. When they asked me my martial 
status, I had to answer “divorced.” 


Experts in English say the average 
vocabulary is a pretty poor thing. 
Here’s your chance to show ’em. Do 
you know—or can you guess—the 
meaning of the italicized word in 
each of the sentences below? 


11. It was a dark and brumal night. 

12. They’ve just installed a new 
kitchen with a tegular floor. 

13. In the heart of Nigeria you’re 
bound to come across many signs 
of feral life. 

14. Mary’s going to fix up last year’s 
hat with galloons. 

15. I just can’t abide strawberries— 


they always give me a terrible case 
of uredo. 


Now check your rating against 
the answers on Page 45. 





r by Laura Owen Miller 
What saves a woman from taking that first step toward a 


degrading “affair?’”’ A woman, for instance, like Cinder 
Illustrated by Gwen Fremlin. 
Brent — so poised, so secure in her glittery career? Does 


Fate always intervene . . . with a sudden complication? 





UT which—? She spun them round, one to a hand, 
cocking her glossy head. The doll-size sailor 
suited her: sharp lines, ultra and understated, 
befitting the French Salon millinery buyer of 
Hembree’s on the Avenue. But a fearfully 
prosaic hat, and her boss, Gil Harding, had seen it— 

Her eyes slid guiltily to the other, freighted with 
roses ranging from rust to chartreuse, the cloying 
' floral aspect offset by stinging color. She’d wear it! 
) she decided quickly—as fabulous balance to the head 
} cold that zinged like wire between her ears—wear it 
) for lunch with Gil. 
> The girl with the problem hats was variously known 
pas Mrs. David Scott Brent, wife of the rising young 
| lawyer, as “that bright gal at Hembree’s” (having 
§ touted to household idiom such hatters as Gigi and 
Romano), as “Mummy” to Davey and Lucy, and as 
“Cinder,” because as a child she had so pronounced 
Lucinda, and David used to say the nickname suited 
her, that she was “‘small, warm and glowing, alto- 
gether cinder-ish.” 

Such pleasantries weren’t often forthcoming now— 
and piqued at the thought of a husband who took her 
for granted, she thrust the sailor back in her office 
closet. It was far more businesslike and for dis- 
cretion’s sake, should be worn. She'd skated too long 
on the thin, sugar crust of flirtation to shatter it now 
with roses— 

She frowned. The other was too 
dreamy not to be worn for Gil! 

These luncheons, at first com- 
pletely a merchandise matter, were 
acquiring perilous weight — the 
mouse-thought nibbled at anticipa- 
tion. Lunch with Gil once, twice a 
week. Cinder’s long eyes narrowed, 
adjusting Gigi’s rose-garden hat to 
her head. Just when had she started 


... and then Lucy last, her mother’s 


darling, not waiting to enquire, rush- 


ing into her arms, nuzzling her 
neck with worried delighted chirps. 


dressing for them, rehearsing pleasant rattle, 
depending—? 

Depending could be dangerous! Depending on him, 
as she did, for the pleasant trivia vital to a woman in 
business, vital to—a woman. The meshing minds, the 
quick infallible teamwork, the eye to catch in triumph! 
If he were a trifle broad of shoulder and moral, well— 
she shrugged, tilting the roses defiantly. Twelve 
years of marriage to a walking conscience would tell on 
one; she was 30, equipped for reading road signs! 

One last call—to Ellabelle, who, this being Saturday, 
left when David came home. Dialing the number, her 
mind made greedy darts at the possible apartment in 
the better part of town. Really, Riveredge Boulevard! 
She must dislodge husband and children without 
getting steeped in commuters’ trains or once-an-hour 
buses and other mawkish aspects of what, privately, 
she thought of as l’odeur suburbia. 

“Ellabelle!” very brisk. ‘“‘Did you send those 
things to the cleaners? .. . But I leave for California 
Thursday ... I’ll need that beige wool . . . Call them 
and say to hold Mr. Brent’s topcoat and finish my 
things before Wednesday . . . What? Mr. Brent told 
you to defrost the refrigerator? . . . He’ll be back at 
two as usual, Saturdays; be can defrost it... I want 
that grey dinner dress pressed . . .” 

If only David wouldn’t meddle, would stop ordering 
Ellabelle about! Gil Harding, she was sure, left bis 
wife to her own bailiwick—and instantly winced at the 
thought of Mrs. Harding, a favorite niece of old Mr. 
Hembree, and, in David’s phrase, “Gil’s ermine- 
studded doorkey.” 

What was Ellabelle babbling about? Cinder listened 
dismayed. “That’s very good of you, Ellabelle,” she 
said finally, “‘but I’ve no idea of moving to Orchard 
so don’t bother telling me about any more houses .. . 
And please don’t mention it to Mr. Brent!. .. What? 
A three-bedroom house with a fence? . . . I don’t care 
if it’s an eight-bedroom house with a yacht—free . .. 
We’re not moving to the sticks. Good-by!” 

And 15 minutes later she entered the Bijou foyer, 
tiny and brilliant as the stage of a puppet theatre, a 
showcase, Gil said, for her beauty. “The Bijou becomes 
you” had been the exact bon mot. Nice. 


MEETING HIM there, not leaving the shop with him 
openly, was a thing, like the lunches, that simply 
evolved, For noreason. Nothing planned. Just better 
all round. People, particularly department store 
people, were absurdly preoccupied with the male- 
female equation, and Cinder Brent-plus-Gil Harding- 
equals-what? was safer than totalling to “romance” 
or more graphic conjectures. 
Gil and she were people with 
parallel goals; interdependent, 
mutually stimulating, a team. 
As for David, he knew she was 
constantly with men in the 
fashion business—‘‘the rag busi- 
ness,” his phrase again, comic 
and lenient, but ridiculously 

irritating. 
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Awaiting her now, Gil murmured: “Cinder—” 
in that way of his, résumé of other men’s whole 
sentences, implying what she needed, feared to hear. 
No waiting for tables with such a man. Another 
word: “Leon!”—command in miniature to the 
maitre d’hotel—took them through baroque smokiness 
to a table and, as they sat, Gil Harding said his third 
electric word, eyes expanding up her suit to the 
rose-strewn hat. The word, barely a word, was: 
“Mmmm—” lingeringly; he was dependable in all 
ways necessary to a woman. She'd needed that 
“Mmmm—” today; how very like him to know! 

The psychology that presages head colds had made 
her rudderless, nonresistant, and for the first time now 
she overlooked Gil’s too-too tailoring, caressing at- 
tention to vintages and high-buffed nails, off notes 
which before had veered her squarely back to David's 
natural burnish. “My dear—” he was saying, leaning 
across the table, “I’m superstitious, did you know? 
I’m beginning to see stop lights in your name.” 

She forced an iridescent bubble of a laugh. “I’ve 
always been teased about ‘Cinder—’ ” 

Lighting cigarettes with long dextrous fingers, he 
gave her one, pointing to the smoky tip. “Burny, 
burny! Cinders, like cigarettes, can burn. Danger! 
Beware! Even so small a thing—”’ his eyes hugged the 
inward angle from her shoulder to waist and back to 
the glowing ember— “‘even cinders cause combustion 
and—catastrophe. Men must have been telling you 
that all your life.” 

But there hadn’t been any men in that sense—only 
David, and David said it so differently. David at the 
Cape, when they were children—kind about sailboats 
and sandcastles; David at prep-school dances, then 
college and college dances, and being engaged to 
David at 17 and an eternity, a grown-up life of being 
That Pretty Wife Of David Brent’s—So Clever Of 
Her To Be In Business . . the mother of David Brent’s 
children. David depending on her, the children 
depending! Until now, and Gil Harding on whom sbe 
could depend— 


THE TAUT-DRAWN wires in her head had begun to 
boom, contrapuntally to the zinging, and she ans- 
wered: “No, Gil. Not seriously or often. You see, I’ve 
been—what is it they say?—a long time married. 
But I can rely on you to say the exciting thing, can’t 1?” 

“Yes!” reaching out a hand, covering hers adroitly. 
“You can depend on me.” 

They discussed the Gigi promotion—would the 
meteoric sales rise last or level off? Should Hembree’s 
stock her hats more heavily? What was the Gigi 
manner with ribbon, with feathers? And it wasn’t 
until the bombe glacée and coffee, that Gil said it 
again, the incandescent “Cinder—” 

“Gil—?” Still tongue-twisting, after years of formal 
professional ‘* Mr. Hardings.” 

He began to speak now, wedging the words between 
little skilful pauses. ‘‘Surely you know—” fitting his 
eyes in hers—*that I want you, Cinder. In so many, 
many ways. We're not children. We’re—‘civilized 
people’ is the accepted phrase, I believe—” 

Her fencer’s flair had deserted; she could only stare, 
the naive blood fanned to her face. Gain a lover and 
lose a friend . . . she thought dully. Where had she 
read that? Browning? Somebody! It didn’t make 
particular sense but then, random quotations seldom 
did. 

But all she replied, all she could say, was: “I know— 
I know—” which was worse than nothing, which 
quickened his conviction. 

“We can’t go on teasing # Continued on page 37 
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T WAS Daisy’s first auction sale. She was excited. 
She had always wanted to go to an auction sale, 
but of course she would have been afraid to go 
alone. But Louise was bringing her to this one. 
Louise wasn’t afraid to go anywhere. She would go 
anywhere by herself. She wasn’t afraid of anything. 
This was an important big auction sale. It lasted all 
week. It had been advertised in the papers. They were 
selling everything out of one of the old mansions up on 
the hill. Daisy had seen the advertisements and she 
had told Pat about the sale, but she hadn’t really 
thought of going until Louise asked her. Louise was 
going, she said, because an auction sale was a wonder- 
ful place to pick things up cheap. Daisy had looked at 
Louise admiringly, be- 
cause Louise knew all 
about so many things 
and wasn’t afraid of 
anything. So Louise 
said, come along, what’s 
going to hurt you? 

Well, of course, noth- 
ing. Nothing, really. So 
here they were. 

It wasn’t exactly what 
she had expected. The 
sale was in a big room 
full of seats like a movie. 
You couldn’t see any of 
the things that were 
going to be sold. They 
were all stacked away 
somewhere, Louise said. 
She knew all about 

it. The things were 


numbered and stacked away somewhere. She walked 
right up the centre aisle to the front and they went in 
the second row about halfway over. It was a good 
place, Louise said. You could see everything. She 
was satisfied. But Daisy felt very blank because all 
the things that were going to be sold were put away. 
It wasn’t that she even dreamed of buying anything, 
but she was a little worried about the whole thing, 
about what bidding was and how you kept from it, and 
how the whole thing was run. Maybe if you could see 
the things and touch them you would feel more 
at home. 

Some of the pictures they were going to sell were 
hanging around the walls, though, with numbers 
pasted on them. Daisy looked at them, one after the 
other. Over at the right there was one of a dark lady 
with a red shawl over her headj and a burning red 
stone right in the middle of her forehead on a thin 
gold chain. 

“What are you looking at?” Louise wanted to 
know. She unfastened her squirrel fur. She looked 
round at the picture. “Mm,” she said. “That’s an 
oil, It will go for a lot of money. Oil paintings go for a 
lot of money.” 

Well, Daisy decided, still looking at it, it wouldn’t 
do for her anyway. The rose and blue chenille rug in 
the dining room would look cottony and bad lying 
below the picture, and what with the wall brackets and 
the piano window and the fireplace there wouldn’t be a 
place on the living room walls. It wasn’t that the 


~ woman in the picture was so pretty anyway, but you 


had to keep looking at her. Maybe it was her eyes. 

“IT was just thinking,” Daisy said. ‘Pat likes 
pictures. He’d like that one. I wish he had come, 
Louise.” 

“Well, he couldn’t buy it,” Louise said. She was 
sensible. “It will go for a lot of money.” She started 
hunting around. “ Where’s the catalogue,” she wanted 
to know. She was sitting on it. She found it and began 
turning over the pages. “I want to buy some glass,” 
she said. ““There’s a whole lot of Bohemian glass going 
to be put up. A hundred and nine pieces. Goblets and 
ice plates and finger bowls and everything. I might be 


able to pick it up. It’s a broken set, so maybe it will go 
cheap.” 
**Broken?” 


Daisy sounded surprised. 

“Heavens,” Louise said. 
“Not all of it, Daisy. Some 
of the pieces.” She ruffled 
over the catalogue, looking 
at the centre of the left- 
hand pages until she found 
it. She ran her finger along 
the lines. “There. Seven 
goblets. There ought to be 
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a dozen. Ten low-stemmed sherbets and only two 
finger bowls. It’s a broken set. Maybe I can pick it up 
cheap. You often can pick things like that up cheap at 
auction sales, It’s what | want to buy. Bohemian 
glass, a hundred and nine pieces.” 

“Belgian,” Daisy said after a minute, looking down 
at the catalogue. “It says Belgian, Louise.” 

Louise frowned at it. “So it does. I never heard of 
Belgian glass. You always hear about Bohemian. 
Just some other foreign kind. It’s a broken set. It 
ought to go cheap. Nobody really wants a broken set.” 


LOUISE KEPT on reading the catalogue, but Daisy 
couldn’t. There was too much going on. People kept 
coming in. Up on the stage, men in white coats kept 
coming and going through a “door marked Private, 
carrying heavy things and piling them on the floor. 
You couldn’t see what, on account of the screens. 
Mysterious, shadowy things. You wouldn’t know 
what you were getting, really. Locked boxes, and 
parcels of other people’s things. So many people 
wanting them. The room was nearly full of people. 
There were a lot of men in the crowd. Big men. 
Prosperous. Determined. 

Daisy took a quick breath. She leaned over to 
Louise. “Don’t you get excited when it’s time to 
bid?” she asked her. “I think I’d get too excited, 
Louise. I really do. I don’t think I’ll try to buy a 
thing. I'd be too excited.” 

“Heavens,” Louise said. “ You'll get over that. I was 
like that in the beginning. Read your catalogue before 
it starts, that’s what you have to do. What did you do 
with the one he gave you?” 

“Oh,” Daisy said hopefully. “Did he give me one, 
too? What did I do with it, Louise? I guess I put it in 
my purse. Isn’t that silly, I didn’t know I had one,” 
She got it out and settled back in her chair. 

Down in the end seat on the front row there was a 
man sitting alone, studying his catalogue very hard. 
He had a bald shiny narrow head and a long nose. He 
was dark. He wasn’t very nice looking. He looked like 
one of those big birds that sit waiting on the fence 
posts beside the highway, hunching over his catalogue. 
There was a big red spot high up on his cheek as if he 
was excited too. Daisy watched him for a long time. 
She felt herself watching him and came to with a start. 
Louise looked up. She saw him too. She lifted her 
eyebrows. She leaned over and whispered behind her 
catalogue. “Dealer,” she said. “He’s after something 
special. You watch!” 

Daisy swallowed, “Oh,” she whispered back. 

She was just about to open her catalogue when two 
new men came out from the shadows to the front of the 
stage and stood there looking over the crowd. They 
weren’t a bit alike. One # Continued on page 66 / 


She was beginning to be frightened. 
There was something queer in the 
air. She could feel it. Even Louise 
could feel it. “Nobody else is bid- 
ding,” she muttered. “That’s funny.” 
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Head Start lor Spring 


Chatelaine’s Beauty Editor, Adele White, designs a special 


Easter hairdo. Whether you favor hats-on or hats-off this 


style is both practical and becoming, and easy to set at home 


ASTER, EVEN when it comes in March, 

puts every woman in a venturesome mood 

for a new hat, a new hairdo! Never mind 

if you do waken on Easter Sunday 

morning to a stinging blizzard and the 
scrape of snow shovels—it’s the outlook that 
counts, not the outdoors. And—there’s sure 
to be a faint whiff of spring in the air, just 
enough to make you long to slough off winter 
habits and habiliments, to blow the family 
budget and go on a shopping spree. Before 
you put a serious dent in your pocketbook, 
remember that one of the best ways of satisfy- 
ing that deep-down urge for a change is to 
dream up a brand-new way of wearing your 
hair. 

It’s a sound idea—one that may save head- 
aches later on—if you plan your hairdo before 
you start for town with visions of a silly, saucy 
bonnet dancing through your mind, It’s 
awfully important that your new hat and your 
hairdo don’t make strange when first they 
meet—that they go steady together all through 
the spring months. 

New spring hats have very definite lines. 
Most of them are still head-hugging but with a 


forward-profile look, and worn well over to one 
side of the head. The exposed side of the hair 
should be sleek and smooth, with the ear well 
in view. With the hairdo we present, the 
severity of the sleek side is offset—when it’s 
time for “hats off”—by several rows of curls 
combed into soft fullness on the other side. 
Definitely a dual-personality effect. 

Can you wind a piece of string around your 
finger? Of course! That’s just about all the 
dexterity you need for making pin curls—and 
pin curls are all the technique you need, to 
copy this style. Wind a strand of hair either in 
clockwise or anticlockwise direction, according 
to the instructions above, around your index 
finger and secure it firmly with two crossed 
hairpins. That’s how pin curls are made! 

If you patronize a beauty salon, it’s a good 
idea to mark this page and tote the book along 
so your hairdresser can follow the lines. But, 
if you like to do your hair at home, why not 
plan an all-feminine afternoon? Invite a friend 
to try out this hairdo along with you. It’s 
easier to experiment on someone else’s hair. 
What’s more, it’s fun and, as Confucius 
probably said, two heads are better than one. 


Our three photographs illustrate the main features: the 
smoothness of the left side with a tight cluster of curls 
behind the ear (see above) ; the swirl across the back, from 
left to right (below); and, pictured at left, the soft curls 


on the right side, combed out full. 


To set this hair style, begin on the left side of your head 
about two inches above the ear: wind two rows of pin curls, 
anticlockwise, with three curls to a row. Continue to centre 
back. Then wind pin curls clockwise, and increase the 
number of rows until all hair on right side has been set. 


You can vary the style by combing the left side and the 


. . . . . * 
back into a page-boy roll, with the right side still combed 


out full. Or, for a sculptured effect, comb all hair into one 
large coil, rolled up and under, from behind left ear, across 
the back and up to the crown of the head on the right side. 
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Friend of the Bride’s Sister 


Continued from page 18 


“You shouldn’t tell Jane such things, 
papa,” Carol said. 

“What’s wrong with Janje?” 

“Nothing. | 


She’s romantic, but she’s 


missed her when she 
went away. 
sweet. She always felt sorry for my old 
beaus and took them off my hands.” 
“That’s not so!” Jane said furiously. 
“Oh, 
her. 
**I don’t know what you mean.” She 
did though. Caro] meant Dale Whitney. 
And now Carol saw that she knew and 


That made Jane 


not in that way,” Carol soothed 


«“ . 9 
In a nice sisterly way. 


dropped the subject. 


furious, too. She didn’t need Carol’s 
kindness. Any more than she had 
needed her cruelty seven years ago. 
Well, maybe it wasn’t cruelty. Maybe 
it was just thoughtlessness. Or maylh« 
it was something she couldn’t have 
helped. 


was a new boy at 


DALE WHITNEY 
the church. He was - and big, so 
big that he could make 


There weren't 


Jane feel small 


and dainty. many men 
so tar 


lots of 


big enough to do that, no man 
except her father. There 
men big enough to do that for Carol. 
And that does something 
Maybe Dale was tired of looking down 
on little girls, tired 

of bending 


were 


tO a girl. 


over to 
dance them. 
Breathlessy, Jane 
what it 
would be like to 
with him. 
he picked 


with 
imagined 


dance 
Anyway, 
Jane 


with 


out to 
after church, 
and she came flying 
home feeling lit up. 

“He’s coming to 
Young People’s this 
evening,’ she an- 
nounced happily, 
the same way sh« 
might have said he’s 


asked me to marry 


him. 
“Is he a_ nice 
boy?” her father 


rumbled. 

“Is he a member 
of the church?” her 
mother asked 
timidly with 
anxious stub- 


Be silent, 


but 


bornness. 

But Jane 
listening to them. Her eyes were on 
Carol with a question. Carol looked 
at her and looked away brightly. 

“IT know,” she “*He’s going to 
call here first.” 

““But—”’ said Jane, the light beginning 
to go out, you couldn’t have 
there wasn’t time.” 

“I saw you talking to him and I could 
tell you liked him and I thought I'd 
help you out. I know you’re too shy 
to do anything for yourself. So I told 
him if he’d care to call here first, 
be glad to have him go along with us. 
That’s all. He seemed very grateful.” 

That’s all, Jane thought. You could 
tell I liked him so you thought you'd 
take him away. Why wouldn’t he be 
grateful? 

She turned and went upstairs without 


wasn’t 


said, 


“how 


we'd 


saying a word. 


““Now what have I done?” demanded 


In the Silent Night =< 


Isabel Hawley Baker 


talk = 


Softly blow gentle wind tonight, 
Let the restless trees be still; 
The echo from small white wings 


Drifts back to this window sill. 


Clearly shine every star tonight, 
Torchlights in a trackless sky; 
A little lad has gone that way 


Keep watch as he passes by. 


O Earth, until 
He has found the ange] band, 
He left me a piece of Heaven 


And took my heart in his hand. 


“Did I do anything wrong?” 
her moth 


Carol. 

, e , 

“You've done something,” 
said anxiously. 


“Tll go up Carol started. 


“You'll stay here!” her fathe: 
rumbled. 
Upstairs, Jane went to the litt 


dressing room off the bedroom with 
three full-length mirrors that had se 
her in all her states of uncertainty, hop 
and despair. It was a kind of refu 
mitrors were hinged and cou 
You could step inside and 


The side 
be adjusted. 
close the mirrors, and there you wer 
You could se 
was ftas- 


in a world of yourself, 
yourself at every angle. It 
cinating. Sometimes it was bolstering, 
Sometimes it did no good. 

What good was it that your legs, long 
and slim and sleek in their one pair of 
Sunday chiffons, were 
than Carol's? What 
you had deep dimples, and Carol had to 
suck in her checks to make her dimples 


sheer prettier 


good was it tl it 


really show. What good? Anybody 
could learn to suck in their cheeks, 
Carol was little (well, not really little, 


this family) and blonde 
So different from ber 


but little for 
and curly-headed. 
sister. You'd hardly know they were from 


the same family. And then in a whisper, 


Isn’t it a shame? But | don’t suppose she 
knon s. 
Jane told herself she knew but she 


‘Then she found she didn’t 


care 
she couldn’t 


it. She 


didn’t care. 
so much that 
stand 
threw her- 
across the bed 
stared into a 
bare future. 

Margo came into 
the room very Cas- 
ually, not looking at 
her. She 


Margaret 


was still 
then; the 
new name came 
with success. 

She 


triple 


went to the 
and 
them so 


mirrors 
adjusted 
she could see the 
back of head 
which was shingled. 

“T can’t see why 
it’s all right to fix 
your nails on Sun- 
day and not all right 


her 


to cut your hair,” 
she grumbled. 

Jane thought, I 
wish that was all I 
had to worry about. 

Margo came and 
sat on the foot of 
the bed, still not looking at her. 

“If you'll keep watch, I’ll finish the 
blue dress and you can wear it to Young 
People’s tonight,” she offered. 

For a moment Jane’s heart stirred— 
blue made her eyes very blue, almost 
as Carol’s 


as blue then it died again. 


“It doesn’t matter,” she said. ‘“‘Be- 
sides that would finish him with papa. 
Papa would blame him for the whol 
thing.” 

After a while Margo got up and went 
downstairs. Later Jane heard scme 
rumbled whisperings at the bedroom 
door. Then her mother came into the 
Her father 


the girls’ bedroom 
remember. He 


room, had never been in 
they 
had never even looked 


n, passing the open door with averted 


since could 


eyes, despite their teasing and calling. 
The girls are going for a walk before 
supper,” her mother said softly. 
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+ have to hurry or we'll be late. 


“I don’t want to go, mamma,” Jane 
said, 

Her mother stood. Jane could feel 
her struggle. Finally her mother said 

“Did Margaret finish the blue dress, 
Janie?” 

**No, mamma,” 

Her mother’s indecision mounted, 
Finally she threw it off. ‘‘Well, if he 
likes you, he will like you in any dress,” 
sh said, 

Jane didn’t 
moment her mother tiptoed from the 


answer and after a 


room. There were more rumbling whis- 
perings at the door and then the stairs 
creaked, Jane drew her knees up sharply 
as with a great pain and began to cry. 


THEY WERE still at the supper table 
that evening when the doorbell rang. 
Jane’s fork hit her plate with a clatter, 
and her neck streaked with red. Nobody 
made a move to go to the door and the 
be II rang again. 

“Why don’t you answer the bell, 
Janie?” her mother asked. 

Jane looked up. Her mother nodded 
encouragement. Evidently it had all 
been talked over and arranged. For a 
moment Jane took hope again, and then 
she remembered that it was always 
this wavy. When one sister had a date, 
another always went to the door. This 
gave the first sister the opportunity to 
come down the stairs and make a real 
entrance. So that was it. Jane was 
to go to the door because it was Carol’s 
date and Carol wanted to make an 
entrance. Jane looked at her plate. 

“Go to the door, Jane!” her father 
ordered, 

Jane got up and went to the door. 

“Hello,” she said, without raising her 
eyes. 

“Hello,” said Dale Whitney. 

“Come in. Carol will be right down.” 

“Oh, that’s all right.” 

She led the way into the living room 
and they sat down stiffly. 

“It was nice of your sister to invit« 
m<¢ ae he said. 

“Yes,” said Jane. 

**She said you’ve got two more sisters. 
Some family.” 

“Yes.” Then because she had to say 
something, “Are you a member of the 


church?” 


“Not yet. But I’m going to be. | 
think I’m going to like it here.” 


Jane’s heart turned over at his smile, 
then lay very still. Carol and Margo 
came into the room together. 

“Well, goodness,”” said Carol, “we'll 


” 


There was a lot of shuffling and 


i side-stepping to see who would walk 


with whom and they ended by sort of 
trailing single file. Jane could have 
At the church Dale left them 
**See you later,” 


wept. 
to spe ak to some boys. 
he said to no one in particular. And 
after church he walked home with 
Carol. Jane hadn’t stayed for church, 

‘It wasn’t my fault,” Carol said. “Do 
you want me to be rude to the boy? Can 
I help it if Jane acts like a stick?” 


DALE WAS a frequent visitor at the 
house after that. Jane got so she could 
meet him without feeling anything. She 
got so she could think of him as belong- 
ing to Carol. It began to look like 
something permanent. 

Jane was going to business school, but 
Carol started to college, and she began 
to talk about this track man, and this 
football man, and this activities man. 


Chatelaine, March, 1948 — 35 


Finally it narrowed down to this crew 
man. Carol came home for dinner less 
and less, and it was always the crew 
man who drove her home late at night. 

The week ends were still Dale’s until 
one Saturday Carol went to the campus 
to study and didn’t come home for her 
date. Dale said he guessed he’d wait 
for her, and he sat in the living room 
and waited. Jane sat upstairs in the 
bedroom and waited too, hating Carol 
for what she was doing to him. It was 
really funny: first she hated Carol for 
taking him, and now she was hating her 
for not taking him. 

When Carol came home there was 
some loud talking, then a lot of quiet 
talking and Jane thought Carol had 
explained it all. Carol could explain 
anything. But after that Dale came no 
more. He even stopped coming to 
chure h. 

One day Jane’s father said, “I met 
that nice boy Dale downtown. I asked 
him to come over and see us tonight.” 
He looked at Jane. 

“Oh, papa!” she said. 

“Oh, papa what?” he rumbled. “ You’d 
better go upstairs and do whatever it 
takes you hours to do,” 

But Jane wouldn't see him alone. So 
the whole family met him and after a 
while he asked Jane and Margo if they'd 
like to walk down to the drugstore for 
a soda and they both went, and after 
that he sometimes took them both for 
a walk or home from church. Then he 
went away to take a job in another city. 
And Carol didn’t marry the crew man. The 
president of the class took his place, 
and then it was the editor of the college 
paper. Now it was the son of the owner 
of a big woman’s specialty shop in town. 

“‘He’s just like an ordinary employee,” 
Carol said demurcly. “He has to punch 
the time clock and everything. He’s just 
a junior buyer, and of course seme 
day 

Some day Carol would have every- 
thing. And now she could sit and hug 
her ankles and munch on chocolates on 
her wedding eve, while Jane sat and 
wrote her thank-you notes for her. Jane 
found she was through the list, and 
her mother and father had left the room 
and gone to bed. That was what efli- 
ciency did for you. She looked up and 
caught Carol’s eyes on her. 

““Whatever happened to him?” Carol 
asked. 

“He went to Montreal.” 

“That was years ago. Did you ever 
hear from him?” 

“No.” 

“1! sent him a wedding invitation.” 

“What?” 

“*T wonder if he’ll answer.” 

“Whatever for?” Elizabeth said. 

Margo was trying the veil on her own 
head. “Carol couldn’t resist letting 
everybody see her as a bride.” 

“Why not? I'll make a beautiful 
bride.” 

“You will,” Margo said with a grin, 
“thanks to me.” 

“Thanks,” said Carol. 

Jane said, “ He’s probably married by 
now, with a family.” 


“No!” 
“Why not? They can’t all marry 
ms 
you 


“Isn't it a shame?” 

And then the doorbell rang. Eliza- 
beth jumped so that she pricked her 
finger. ‘“‘Whoever can it be at this 
hour?” 

“It’s only a little after nine,” Carol 
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or as a late snack. Give your family the 
appetizing goodness of eight vegetables. 
Ask for V-8 at your grocer’s! 


*V-8 is o trode-mork owned in Canada by Standord Brands Limited 


said, twisting around to see the vanity 
clock. “You go, Jane.” 
Jane very 
“*Did you know this, Carol McCrae?” 
“Know what? 


tate than 


I | } { 
sat Straight on the bed. 


You’re in a better 


any ot us to go to the 


Jane got off the bed, looked to set 


if her stocking seams were straight and 
I ‘ 1 ] 

went downstairs and opened the door. 

| 


“He Ilo,” she said. 


“Hello,” Dale Whitney replied. 


SHE KNI W she sn yuld invite him 
come in, but she couldn’t say a d 

‘I just happened to be home tor,a 
visit,” he said, “and I got the wedd 
Invitatior I jus a 

“Then you know that the wedd 
is tomorrow,” Jane said thr | 
lips, “and you oug! Know it Ca 
can’t see anyone tonig! t even the 
bridegt ym ™ 

Then she s tha was look 
ve re head. She is tl ‘ 
he Was tall enoug ( that ca Vy, and 
it the same time she realized that Ca 
must be coming down the stairs 

“Who says | in’t sec inyone to- 
night?” she demanded, making i 
entrance in the Id style. 

Just like old nes, Jan 
The sister who doesn’t have dat ( 
to the door for the s 
Fi i moment strong tecil ed 
over her and she ‘ it DI 
its lv because I’m remember 
I fe n those days. It has p 
do with n Now ( | is marry 
som © else And no Dak ao 
mean anyti lg »>me. 

‘You look marvellous,” Dale said, 
con orward to take ( irol’s I d 

ile .” 

O his?’ Carol sax i y 

Jane Saw that she nac i e ol 
her trousseau negligees, the nk 
that was gathered n soit 1 IS across 


the tront ke a Grecian gown. She 
ilso brushed out her blond ham 
She did look marvellous. 
“Come 
j hel, 


mvse ar she said 


in and let me tell you 
about 
“Carol!” Jane dis 


) + 9 ( ] | 
romantic, Arol said. 


* Jane is so 
Color flooded Jane’s face. 
“You're 


weddings 


supposed to be 


about » arent you 


asked. “Of course I wouldn’t kr S 
Deng a bDachelo 
“Now, that’s really romanti Carol 


said. “Did I have anything to d 
tr 

“Well, indirectly,” Dale said. 

They laugt ed together and went into 
the living Jane?” 
Carol asked. 

Without a 
Be fore she said tl ings, ugly thins £. 


had 


hall rack and 


room. “Coming, 


turn d away. 


She 


we rd Ja ne 


had to get away. She 


to escape. 


t off the 


| | 
She slipped a coat 


opened the front door. It was cold, 
but she didn’t feel it. She had no 
thought except that she couldn’t be in 
the house with the two of them. 


Dale’s car was parked at the curb 
sight of it filled her with a 
of emotions that certainly a car 
She 


iway, walking rapidly, and as if she hac 


and the 


mixture 
was never designed to do. hurried 
somewhere to go. Gradually the exer- 
cise calmed her and finally she was ready 
to return home and face Carol without 

ing. But Dale’s car was still parked 
in front of the 


Cat 


house . 


ALL JANE’S calm disappeared, all her 


emotion returned. What can they be 


talking about? she thought. Witho 
thinking, she « ened the door of his « 
yped in. He'd be coming out t 
minute, she wouldn’t stay. And tl 
uld stay. She’d st 


she thought si 
7a te os 
and talk to him. She’d warn him, ab 


Carol. Carol had 


seven and 


ruined his life 


\ 
now she wanted 


years, 
new her hold on him, even though 
rene 


didn’t want him, couldn’t have him 


She wasn’t thinking of herself, o 
of him She couldn’t let him spoil 


1 and at first she 


impatience, then she 


vas startled, almost as m 


vhen he slipped tn on 


; hy ind found her there. 
“You were long 


enough, she s i 


“*] was waiting for you. I wanted to 


k you. 
‘Go on.” 
“About Carol,” she said hurriedly. 


t know her. She’s being mar- 


et n I She doesnt care any- 
ipout vou. Except that you’re a 

man. And she « n’t let go ol anv man, 
Shy she su [ me of her trousse iu 
¢ me ak 1 and see you.” 
“ »”? 

Ist i erribic 

“Ves 

“yy eve ear a me gee lor one 
man that was intended tor anoth "7d 


She put her hand on the Goor as if she 


ild get out. “Lonly meant it for your 
wd. I didn’t want to see you hurt 
7 ee 
I guess you think I’m terrible, 
“ are 
talkir that way about my sister. 
"Vos 
She’ inly get you to care again, and 
” 
‘ be throug ith you again, 
: ' 
strange thing happened. Dak 
; ; ; 
took her by her shoulders and his 


( hurt, “N , Sex here,” he 
“You stop that!” With every 


said 


i 
he shook her, not playfully, Dut 
urge S| k her so her hair swung 
ack a th and her mouth fell open. 

“Ho d ( you?” 

“oH, dare 1? You mean, how dare 
ou? | should have dared a long time 
1 Seven years ago uu threw me at 
\ ster, and now you want to do it 


again. Sure, Carol a flirt, she knows 


2 and she knows | kr Ww 


it. Buta woman’s supposed to hx 1 diirt 
ind i ma supposed to be wot | 
around her little finger. But you—you 
do even k ( \ 1 have ail le 
f cl - 

He maused | breath and involun- 


looked down in bewilderment 
lap. Then she 


1 
ner | 
into tists so she 


it her hands tn 


enched them tightly 


Id %s lies ; 
couldn see the tt tle lingers, 
ao 
dont 


oman. You 


be honest with 


you're a 
You don’t dare 
Do you? 


even know 
re afraid. 


yourself, 


1¢ Was mad then, clear through. She 
have shaken him. She could have 
She 


hair, slapped his face. 


beaten him w th her fists. could 


nave pulled his 
She went way back seven years ago and 
found her first quarrel with him. 

“You weren't satisfied with one siste 
you } id to get 
| | 


shc accused, 


“T picked you out, didn’t 1? 


them all on the string, 


You 


Pe . 
sister talked to me. | wanted to be nk 
to your sister. She was doing me a got 


turn.” 


“You walked her home from churc 
that first night.” 
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“T brought her, it was only proper to 
take her home. And where were you? 
You ran off,” 

“And after that?” 

“Well, after that—you acted as if 
there was something wrong with me 
and che liked me and showed it.” 

Jane whispered, “you were 
hurt—terribly hurt.” 

“Sure. I liked her. It hurt 
her throw me over. Hurt my vanity too, 


‘DP ” 
i put, 


to have 


I guess. 
“But after that,” Jane 


( accused, es 
| didn’t make any difference to you 


§ Margo or me, it was all the same.” 

4 “T’ll say it was.”’ His voice rose again. 
“You were closer than Siamese twins, 
Where one went, the other went. You 
stuck together as if you had grown 
together,” 

They glared at each other angrily, 

filled with their own complaints, lost in 

the heartaches and frustrations of seven 
years ago, as important now as they were 

§ then. Suddenly Jane’s dimples began to 

: Dale made an 

ingry exclamation and raised his hand 


show. She hid her eyes. 


as if he would slap her. Jane looked uy 
startled. His hand came 
brushed back and forth across 


, 
down ind 
her check, 
softly and with great restraint, a repri 
) 


4 mand and a caress. The n S¢ irch nye cudc 


other’s eyes, they both began to laugh. 


tte 


Thev laughed until Jane cried, and she 
cried until she realized that she was 
crying into Dale’s neck. 

“Oh,” she cried in embarrassment, 
dr iwing bac k, “you'll think 

“What'll I think?” he challenged. 

“You'll think I did it on purpose.” 

“Well, did you?” 

Jane dropped her eyes and dimpled. 


BT hen she looked at him through her long 


Se teenie it See eee ee 


lashes. It was exactly her mother’s 


ease i ARR ROT 


yesture, and there was no finer nor 
yrettier woman than her mother. 


- ae “' ' 
No,” she said softly, “but it would 


ih. Se 
ave been a good idea. 


You Can Depend on Me 

2 ] 

3 

i Continued from page 29 
Durselves with glimpses on the job, 
Hccesional lunches his VoOIce was 
@Markly nimble and he still held her 
ipycs. “My wife’ —distinetly —“‘has 
Started coming to the Bijou.” 

§ His wife! Why had he mentioned her? 
1 Was SO--SO 

® She said: “I sec ” moving her eyes 
Ro the coffee cup, lashing them there with 
1" 
i. 


@n cflort of ebbing will. Her mind had 


Bnagecd on another of David's phrases 
“ 


= your toothsome boss,” 
face him now. It hadn’t been meant 
Maliciously; David's thrusts never were. 
But it stuck! And Gil was toothsom«e 
@readful word 

The thought of David, fresh as mint, 
Fevived her; “Gil, this conversation is 
Preposterous,” she said rapidly. “Your 
Wile—my husband and children—” mak- 
Me a lame-bird gesture with her band. 
“1'm mired in a cold, not thinking clearly 
Or | wouldn’t even let you discuss such 
@ such a—” her voice simmered off. 
Or would she? Hadn’t rebuff been only 
part of the pattern, artful and man- 
mered? Didn't 
Mind, need to hear him out? In spite of 
Manicured hands, vintages pronounced 
With primer precision, danger? 


ind she couldn’t 


flushed and glossy. 


she, somewhere sub- 


Gil Harding was looking very wise. 


*Darling Cinder 


* 
tender condescen- 
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“Janie!” He drew her back into his 
arms. She closed her eyes blissfully and 
leaned her head under his chin. There 
weren’t many men big enough for her to 
do that to, no men in her life except this 
one. 

“Just think, this could all have hap 
pened seven years ago,” Dale said. 

“If you had had nerve enough to say | 
which sister you wanted.” 

“If I had had nerve!” 

Jane put her fingers on his mouth to 
stop him, and then 
lips there. 


Carol did me a good turn after all,” 
she said happily. 

Dale held her off to look at her, then | 
in disgust he pushed her back under his 
chin. “Of course, she did,” he said. | 
“What do you think we were talking | 


ibout all that time?” 


| 


she had to put her 


THE CHURCH was filled with the 


sound of the | 


| 
fragrance of flowers and the 
Her mother and her uncle had | 


ilready gone down the aisle. The bridal | 


organ, 


yrocession was forming up inside the | 


I 
far vestibule, waiting for Jane’s sign: 


t was just as always, she though 


il. | 
ht 
happilv: the sister who doesn’t have . 
date goes to the door for the one who | 
does, so that she can make a real 
entrance. 

A few late-comers entered the church. 
The usher seated one party, and then 
returned. 

“Friend of the bride or friend of the | 


groom?” she heard him question. 

“Eri nd ot the bride’s sister,” came| 
the answer. 

And Jane discovered that she had | 
opened the door for her own date. We ll, | 


perhaps not quite by herself. She aes 


and smiled at Carol, waiting on her] 


ilul 


father’s arm. Carol made a beautiful 
| 


yride. Thanks to Margo. Jane swallowcd | 
the lump tn her throat. Thanks, she 
thought gratefully, oh, thanks. # 


Idiot’s 
back, hands out 


“Let’s not play 
Delight!” He sat 


spread on the table, ma 


sion now, 


n-giving-ultima 

tum. “I’m going to California with you 

next week, instead of Mallinson.” 
Instead of Lena Méllinson, tn’ th 


compartment next to hers? Numbly she | 


shook her head. “No!” defe nsively. | © 


“No!” | 

“But ves, my dear!” and his hand} 
balked interruption. my hese things can 
be—arranged. Last-minute change if 


reservations, 





too late to change 
You're the 


buver, I’m your merchandise managet 


plans 


Very simple. millinery 


| 
| 
, | 
all open and aboveboard.” His smile was | 
“1 don’t know why I} 


very disarming. 
bother to ask your consent, except I’m 


afraid not to—I know from experience 
how little you care for tricks, Cinder!” | 
In that 


crowning, that 


mythical moment before 
fleeting montage, sh« 


Davey 


jumbled together with fair thatches of | 


saw David and confusingly 


hair and level gaze, perennially, wist 
fully, wanting a house in the country... 
picket fences 1 


aogs 
suburb:a—city 


Vodeu 
Sundays in the gay| 


mother-and-daughter dresses she and 


Lucy wore, the Sundays-only fun of | 
being That Pretty Wife Of David | 
Brent’s And Doesn’t She Do Something | 
Important Downtown? 
Her head ros brietly above the 
turbulent waters, to sink again. 


But Gil was worldly, discreet and 


| 
| 


‘ 


‘ iy a 


VW 





























= ~e Scalloped Potatoes with Cheese 
3 tablespoons butter 
3 tablespoons flour 

1 teaspoon salt 


2 cups milk 

4 cups (8 medium sized) raw sliced potatoes 

6 ounces (1 cup) grated Ingersoll Rideau 
Cheese 

Melt butter; add flour and salt; stir until well blended. Add milk slowly, stirring 

constantly until thick and smooth. Alternate layers of sliced potatoes, white 


sauce and Rideau in a 1!5-quart casserole. Bake in a moderate oven at 375° F. 
for 1 hour. Makes 6 servings. 


Potato Cheese Rosettes . a } 


1 teaspoon salt 
4 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons milk 


1 egg 

4 cups mashed potatoes 

214 ounces (1/3 cup) finely grated Ingersoll <° — 
Old Oxford Cheese 

Add salt, butter, milk and egg to mashed potatoes. Beat well. Force through 

pastry tube onto a well-greased baking sheet to form individual rosettes. Sprinkle 

each rosette with grated Ingersoll Old Oxford. Bake in a hot oven at 450° F. 

for 20 minutes, or until brown. Makes six servings. 





You can call it potatoes and cheese, potatoes au 
gratin, or pommes de terre au fromage. But any 
way you make it, it comes out better if you make it 
with Ingersoll Cheese. However you like your 
cheese — tangy, mild or in-between — enjoy the 
wholesome quality of good ingredients expertly 
blended — choose from the Ingersoll variety. 













Incersott Cueese Co. Ltn. 
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Supercolossal Chocolate Banana Pio! 


S So easy, now Jell-O Puddings are again freely available! 
















1 recipe Jell-O Chocolate 
Pudding — 


1 baked 8-inch pie shell 
1 banana, sliced 





Prepare Jell-O Chocolate Pudding as directed on package. (If thicker 
filling is liked, reduce milk to 134 cups). Cool, stirring occasionally. 
Turn into baked pie shell. At serving time, garnish with border 
of sliced bananas. For variety, top with sweetened whipped cream. 
For rich, chocolate-y flavor, for satin-smooth perfection, you MUST 
have Jell-O Chocolate Pudding. So nourishing — made with milk 
So easy to fix... such swre results! 

























Gest Butterscotch and Caramel Puddings Ever! 


They're back, in full supply —the same creamy, delicious Jell-O 
Butterscotch and Caramel Puddings. You'll agree they're still the 
finest ever... . “Like Grandma's only more so!” That buttery-brown 






















. truly matchless. Matchless too, 
are Jell-O Chocolate Pudding with its real chocolate flavor — and 
distinctive, smooth-as-cream Jell-O Vanilla Pudding. Try them all! 
Serve them plain, or simply garnished, or delightfully varied as sug- 
gested here or on the packages. 


flavor . . . that satin smoothness . . 





A Product of General Foods — 


NOW —ENJOY THEM OFTEN| 


by General Foods, Limited 
—= 


<<. 






Strawberry Vanilla fodding| 


REAL vanilla delicacy of Jell-O Vanilla Pudding 


1 recipe Jell-O Vanilla 
Pudding 

Prepare Jell-O Vanilla Pudding as directed on package. (For softer 
pudding -— and to make more —vuse 21 cups milk). Pour into 
serving dish; chill. Arrange drained berries on pudding, and serve. 
Takes just 5 minutes — makes 4 to 6 servings. A truly fabulous 
dessert. And what makes it fabulous is the marvelous, distinctive 
goodness of Jell-O Vanilla Pudding — again freely available! 
NOTE: Other fruits may be used in this recipe. Try canned sliced 
peaches . . . canned cherries . . . fresh orange sections. 


4 cup canned or frozen 
strawberries 
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e would be neat and 


Their | 


a vibrant extension of existing 


| married, 
| shiny, 
self-interest, a closely guarded, for- 
| weekdays-only love. Something of her 
flown, on which to depend . . . things 


| necessary to a woman... in business. 
Rising to the surface one last time, she 

| managed to say: “Don’t ask me for an 

he id i he 


bent his 


lanswer now— I’m feeling ill 


cold so incoherently he 
head to hear. 

“Only until this evening, Cinder!” 
Warningly. 

“This evening! But 


“Yes, this evening. Go home and 


take care of that cold—think! Boss’s 
orders! And remember’—his — voice 
diving an octave “T want you. Vil 


call at six, sharp. I’ve called you at 


home before.” 
Yes, many times before: should they 
take on Romano? Symonds Bros. had 


done well with his designs—transtet 


stock to the 
June store-wide promotion? 


branch shop? give Gigi a 


“You 


can give me your answer in one syllable, 


His smile gleamed blindingly. 
” He did not suggest the 
alternative. “VI be discreet, 
Six o'clock. You can 


( “inder yes! 
negative 
my—darling. 


depend on m« 


Brent 


since a 


IT WAS YEARS since Cinder 


had “‘gone home sick”; not 
disastrous appendix had hustled her off 
to the hospital, the centre of attention 
and two delicious weeks of telegrams, 
fluffy bed jackets, long-stemmed roses, 
watchful and 


icw novels, nursing 


ICC ial food. 
Her 


ment among Hembree personnel subject 


stamina was a matter of com- 


aes : : 
to the mortal ills of headache, flu and 
bad days, of annoyance to malingering 
sale syvirls, She was strong as an ox, they 


did sh 
to look so ethereal, my dear? 


churlishly agreed—but how 
manage 
To which Cinder blandly replied: “If 
you had an apartment, a husband and 
two live-wire children, plus French 
Salon millinery, you wouldn’t be sick, 
couldn’t be!” Which didn’t 


endear her, personnel being personnel. 


cither—you 


She wasn’t really sick today, she 
decided, turning the key in the River- 
edge Boulevard front door. Cottony 


with cold, but most of all, luxuriating in 
the novel delight of being bossed! David, 
in Gil Harding’s hav 
murmured she kne Ww Dest; we II, she was 
She longed to 


shoes, would 


weary of knowing best! 


lean, to be pampered, petted and 
cherished. 
The head cold counterpoint was 


fortissimo now, and she sighed. If only 
this were 
+ } 


a weekday, with the children 
t 1001, proper and controlled, and 
David at his oflice! She yearned for the 
fortification of stout, brandy-laced tea 
ind time to dismember her problem. 
Tossing the rose-spattered hat on the 
with 
Early 


distaste at her 
Colonial maple, 
chintz, that correct and uninteresting 
wallpaper, her own pre-Hembree taste 
coupled with David’s middle-of-the-road 
tendencies bored her! 
She’d have to assert herself when they 
moved—black walls tea- 
box paper—off-greens, rich reds, sulphur 
yellow. 


sofa, she gazed 


living room: 


lord, how it 


some silver 


David once said: “You can have all 


the juke box colors and abstract design 


you want, in the rag business. 
the children 
shades 


I won’t 


have brought up 


with 


poison and 


streamlined gar- 
” : 
goyles.” Well, there were ways! David 





would accept the inevitable, bi cged 
though he was in the soupy, tradi: ional 
past-—and dreading the afternoon ahead 
(they’d be swarming, asking questions 
like mad), she sank dully down on the 
sofa wondering where they were, when 
the \ *d be home 


From layers of stufliness, sh« tri- 
cated Gil, viewing him sideways and 
full-on, twisting him, holding him up to 
the light—but he didn’t seem real. Her 
brain was so much excelsior, shredded 


and crackling; there was simply no 
room to think in. She was starting for 
bed when a scratchy key at the lock 
startled her and voices spilled from the 
hall. At last! She sat back stiffly 

Davey came first, a lean, shaggy little 
boy, surprise at seeing her checking his 
week-end eagerness: “Mummy! Are 
you sick?” Then David, so like his son: 
“Why, Cinder, how nice! But are you~ 
sick, I mean?” And Lucy last, her 
mother’s darling, not waiting to enquire, 
rushing into her arms, nuzzling her neck 
with worried, delighted chirps. 

But Cinder pushed her impatiently 
away. “Not really sick 
cold and was ordered home. 


I’ve a scurvy 
W he re on 
earth have you been?” 

A static pause—as though she were 
obtuse; David, involved in lighting his 
old briar pipe, finally: “Why, 
walking with Miss Jones, Cinder— part 
of our Saturday routine.” 

Miss Jones. Oh, yes, that librarian or 4 
somesuch, who lived next door, and had 
taken a fancy to the children. David had 
mentioned her a time or two, and the 
you “Betts,” they called her; 
Betty Jones, of all the neutral names! 

“She’s coming back to tell us a story 
like always. She tells the most vell 
stories,” confided Lucy excitedly. “Last 


said 


iesters. 


Saturday Betts told about a little boy, 
name of Oliver Twist, and one time 
about some Wise Men and the Baby 


Jesus and another time about Repznzel 
and her long vellow hair—” 

Regular Saturday matinee! “She 
appears to be a fount,” offered Cinder, 
trying not to sound waspish. “I don’t 
seem to know about Betts 


‘It’s quite simple, my dear.” David's 


” 


voice was level. “You’re never home 
when she’s here, and Saturday’s her day 
the library. She loves the 


walkie-talkie 


off from 


children and the just 


evolved.” 


The 


“evolved” over 


Evolved. word unnerved her; 


things which one lost 
control, concealing their looming signifi- 


The Bijou, Gil, had 


“evolved,” hadn’t they? 
) 


cance, letting go. 
: without inten- 
Uprushing instinct to look her 
Miss her haul 


compact, mirror and lipstick from her 
purse and daub at her reddened face. 


tion 


best for Jones made 


Watching her, Davey said hesitatingly: @ 


“Don’t you know any stories, mother?” 3 

She knew that ‘“‘mother’ tone, 
earnest and baiting. Cinder was never 
entirely at ease with her son, not as she 
One knew where one 
stood with Lucy; paternal terseness had 
missed her second child. 

“Of course I know stories, Davey. 
He aps of them.” 

“About the Holy Grail and Robin 
Hood and the Ancient Mariner?” 

“But naturally! How silly of you to 
ask.” 

“But you never tell us any, mother!” 

Lucy wagged a finger stormily in the 
air. “Leave Mummy alone! Didn’t you 
hear her say she had a cold—and came 
home sick? She hasn’t got time for kid 


was with Lucy. 
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helena rubinstein 
launches 
her first great 


ae ee ar taet ee 


ommand performance 


Like sudden radiance spotlighting you—this romantic new 

fragrance by Helena Rubinstein. Piquant as the breath of a dew-fresh 
nosegay. Winy ... warming . . . as love-at-first-glance. 

Mountains of petals from Madame Rubinstein’s South of France flower-fields 
poured their sweetness into COMMAND PERFORMANCE. French perfectionists in perfume 


added their age-old sorcery in the blending of blossoms. 
Last perfect touch: the light-hearted price of this really great new fragrance. 


helena rubinstein 


LONDON > NEW YORK 


126 BLOOR STREET WEST, TORONTO ° PARIS 


COMMAND PERFORMANCE PERFUME, 15.00, 8.00, 2.50 © EAU DE PARFUM, 3.75, 2.25 ¢ BATH POWDER, 2.50 
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Light woodwork 


comes clean quickly... stays clean longer! 


JOHNSON’S 


. 
*C Cam par off 


WAX 
| For Furniture 


AND WoopworKk 


mode b the maker 


; 


New-type cream wax wipes off dirt 
and adds a protective polish... 
all in one easy application 


Now you can really enjoy light woodwork 
all through your home now there's 
an easy way to both clean and keep 
it clean! 

Yes, with a bottle of Johnson’s Cream 
Wax you can do two j bs at once. While 
you're wiping off fingerprints and dirt, 
you're adding a radiant wax polish that 
protects against future soiling. 

That's because Johnson’s Cream Wax 
is a remarkable new kind of polish. It 
contains two active cleansing ingre- 
dients to cut grease and remove grime. 
And it also contains genuine Johnson's 
Wax to give woodwork a guick-buffing 


wax luster. 


; : ‘ 

Nothing could be simpler. Johnson’s 
Cream Wax is easier on your woodwork, 
too, than harsh soap-and-water scrubbing 


1 
that soon dulls the original finish. 


Try it. Be sure to ask for Johnson’s 
Cream Wax. . the only creamy 
white polish that contains genuine 
Johnson s Wax. : 


Happiest show on your radio! 
Fibber McGee and Molly — 
Tuesday nights—CBC 


Bring out the beauty of your home...with . 


Five Famous Johnson Polishe 


Cream Wax, Paste Wax, Liquid Clean- 
ing and Polishing Wax, Self Polishing 
Glo-Coat, Carnu for cars 





st ries, Davey 


n-——an executl 


on trips to p i 


bother with kid stories 
librarian has. So there!) Mummy 
special!” 

Darling Lucy... 

“Children, please!” But David 
looking amused, almost grat 
David be gratilied 
wrangle, by seeing her 

Davey cont 

time to 
vOorKk at 


n, Davey!” ¢ 


couldn bear 


tle-stop connota- 


talking to vou, and he 
“I’m quite aware 
SAl \”” sharply as | said 
She cast David her see-what-y 
done-now look, thinking, Gil, 


il 


darlin none ¢ { S wip vou, 


fy 
preposterou cker was adding yardage 
lustrous { subtle, to Gil Harding’s 
tot | * 
stature, 
unguaracedi 
Ss) you can have adavant 

inted 


Hlemb 


jem. “Daddy 


1] 
wid. 


l ode iy uouUrD we 1 she never 


escape It swirled and she 
rose, a 


mouth. 


| l 
room, talk lapped 
' ' ' ! 
shocked silence and 


» bed, sne could hear 


after she "d crep 
the cozy, undiscomfited buzz, the 
family-Saturday sounds. Oh, hurry, 
SIX o'"( lock, she wi ispered to the grey, 
shuttered silence; hurry, Time! David 
would never know what she did, much 
less care—and turning her head on thx 
pillow, pec vishly closed her eves. 

Zut sleep didn’t come. And prese ntly, 
Decause she couldn’t read, couldn’t bear 
the formless semidark nor yet the light, 
nor her own disjointed thoughts and 
muffled hankering after what she didn’t 

now, she called: “ Luc-y—” 


The answering voice was thready and 


faraway. “Ye-es, Mummy, com-i: 
fixing tea—” How on earth did | 
child, that baby, know about te; 
nly seven years old! 
Davey came finally, bearing 
tray set with her Italian ware, the 
\ 


with the curly snout, 4 cup, a pla 


cinnamon — toast, i satiny COW 
| j ! ' — 
napkin. It looked delicious! She'd 


idea she was hungry again but the vi 


smell of it—mmm! 

“Why, Davey—’” and she thawed, [t 
was nice to be pampered; nice, for a 
change, to de pe nd 


“ Betts ugh to make 


imes we have tea Saturdays. 


ing.” He was flushed and penitent; 
' 


iend 


| wered the teapot. > 
You like her, don’t you? 


“Oh, ves, she’s swell.” 


“Does your—does daddy like 


» 


brie of family 


if eves 


it, how alien 
en David was i 
w about 
together, 
Oh, come 


my resolve 
of Gil’ 


th 


cinnamon toast, a sip from the scalding 


tea. “ Miss—Betts, I mean. Did you say 


" 
she was coming back today? 


Davey looked surprised, 
back! She’s in the living room now, 
going to tell us a story. About Peter 
get old.” 
“Ne ver grew old, Davey,” she cor- 
rected. * Peter Pan.” 
“Yes, Peter Pan.” He was standing 
at the foot of her bed, hands uneasy on 


the shimmering wood. “Mother?” 


“Mummy, dear! 


Some body, \ ho didn’t ever 


“Okay, mummy. If you know 


: 
these stories, why don’t you ever 


, > 
em 
| 


it, round 


ynt, eyes were unavoid- 
There was no answer save the truce 
1 must make it, but not meeting 
those bright, round eyes. “Mummy has 


just been—oh, too busy, | expect 


| » as 


Lucy said. Mummy didn’t know you 

cared so much for stories—” 

‘**But you never once tried us out to 

e if we did e 

The cinnamon toast was bitter, sud- 
and she laid it down. “ Davey,” 

said coldly. “If your Miss Jones is so 


perfect, why doesn’t she come in here 


t 
I think it’s 


o meet her—her hostess? 
rude or 

He didn’t answer immediately, mul- 
ling this possibility. Then, consider- 
ingly: “*I guess she just thought you wer 
sick and didn’t want company, maybe. 
Do you want to see her?” 

Cinder’s long pink fingernails plucked 
at the blanket. “I—yes, I do, Davey. 


” 


sk her to come in, 


AS THE door closed she could feel tears, 
two of them, hotly crowding her lashes. 
This whole chintz-ridden apartment, 
crammed with level-eyed, logical Brents: 


she had nothing to say to them nor the 





TIRED EYES LOVE 


EYE-GENE 


% 


Tired, Dull one minute , . . Rested, Cleared the next! 


SAFE RELIEF NOW IN SECONDS! 


That's how fast just two drops of safe, gentle 
EYE-GENE act to relieve your eyes tired from glare, 
wind, smoke or overwork. You feel 
its soothing effect in seconds! Use 
EYE-GENE every day. It's 
harmless. Economical, too, 25¢, 
60¢, $1 bottles at Druggists. Try it! 


GIRLS WHO KNOW 


very enthusiastic about this 


HIGHER TYPE 
Yqume 


Easier — Daintier — More Convenient 


Ok UL. 


Greaseless Suppository Gives 
Continuous Medication for Hours 
Easy To Carry If Away From Home! 


Here’s one of the most effective methods 
ever discovered for intimate feminine clean- 
liness. And you can readily see why it's 
become so popular among highly intelligent 
and exacting women in this country —it's so 
much easier, daintier and more convenient 
—so powerful yet absolutely harmless and 
leaves no tell-tale odor. It’s called Zonitors. 


Positively Non-Irritating — Non-Smarting 


Zonitors are greaseless, stainless, snow-white 
vaginal suppositories. When inserted, they 
instantly begin to release their powerful 
germicidal properties and continue to do so 
for hours. Yet they are sare to most delicate 
tissues. Positively non-burning, non-irritating, 
non-poisonous, 


So Easy To Carry If Away From Home 


Zonitors actually destroy offending odor. 
Help guard against infection. Zonitors 
immediately kill every reachable germ and 
keep them from multiplying. Buy Zonitors 
at any drugstore. 


(Each sealed in 
separate glass vial) 


FREE: Mail this coupon today for 
free booklet sent in plain wrapper. 


Reveals frank intimate facts. Zonitors, 
Dept. C-3439, Ste. Thérése, P.Q. 


to her! Her milieu was Hembree’s, her 
endeavor, Gil Harding’s silky approba- 
tion. She no longer even cared to 
beglamour Miss Jones, she hoped she 
looked ill and distrait. 

“Hello there, Mrs. Brent!” 

The door had whispered open so 
softly she hadn’t heard. 

“You must be Miss Jones—’’ Cinder 
rose wanly from the pillows. “‘Do come 
in and turn on that light by the door.” 

The girl in the heightened light epito- 
mized her name, thought Cinder; brown, 
Betty-Jones hair and discouraged, Betty- 
Jones tweeds and a clear, brash, twangy 
Betty-Jones Speechless, too. 

Cinder produced her  stage-centre 
manner. “My dear, David and the 
children tell me such delightful things 
things about your—uh—Saturday de- 
votion. I can’t tell you how much | 
appreciate ... so frantically busy .. .” 

The bland, Betty-Jones face mottled 
with swift blood. “How lovely of you, 
Mrs, Brent. I love the kids. It’s lovely 
of Mr. Brent to let me take them for 


voice. 


walks and tell them stories 
Lovely of Mr. Brent! 
“Do sit down, Miss Jones.” Cinder 
patted the bed. “Tell me about yourself.” 
Miss Jones sat, prompt as a Jack-in- 
the-box. “Oh, me—” deprecatingly. “I 
want to hear about you—you’re all that 
the kids, and Mr. Brent of course, can 
talk about. My life at the library’s drab, 
goodness ! it’s a treat just to hear about 
someone like you, important and lovely 
like” 
serious eyes smiled into Cinder’s—“like a 
movie star almost.” 
“Fantastic!” But 


she groped for a phrase and the 


Cinder nibbled 


again at the cinnamon toast, her appetite | 


reviving. 

“Yes, really. You know what I think, 
Mrs. Brent?” 

“What do you think, Miss Jones?” 

“Well, | think the lovely part about 
being a Career Woman’—the clear 
voice unconsciously used 
“with a home and kids and all, is that 
you're always special, a kind of surprise, 
instead of being taken for granzcd, like 
the kids take me for granted because they 
can sort of count on me being around.” 

Count on me. And “special?” Hadn’t 


capitals 


Lucy used “special,” too? Was it good 
to be special—-or not? Ob, Gil, Gil, call 
me SOON «4. 
The bubbly voice went on, 
then, you depend on them so—”’ 
She must have misunderstood. “Did 
depend on them?” 


“And 


you say that | 
counting out each word carefully. 

“Why, yes. Surely. Don’t you?” 

“1 never thought of it like that, Miss 
Jones.” 

“Surely you do!” Miss Jones curled a 
foot beneath her. “You’re the kid and 
they’rethe Mom—Mr. Brent and Davey 
and Lucy. I think it’s—well, cute!” 

Cute! Miss Betty Jones thought it 
was cute. She probably even thought it 
was “lovely”—tiresome word. Cinder’s 
head throbbed and she closed her eyes, 
a brief, brusque reminder she was unwell 
and throwing Miss Jones a_ pallid 
“Thank you for coming—my head—” 
lay still. She could hear staccato steps 
retreating across the rug. 

Painfully, her eyes pivoted to the 
bed-table clock: only three-thirty. Two 
and a half more hours till six, till she 
heard the enchanted “Cinder—” 

The Children might pass the time 
... She didn’t much want them and yet, 
remembering Miss Jones, she suddenly 


wanted them urgently; or just one of 
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Dishes . . . light laundry ... any house- 
hold task coarsens the delicate beauty of 
hands. Trushay’s unique beforehand 
protection guards against this kind of hand 
damage. Special Trushay ingredients form 
a film over skin tissues . . . hands are shielded even from the effects 
of hot, soapy water. Certainly —use Trushay afterwards, too, like any 
other lotion. Just a few drops of thrifty Trushay smoothed 
on hands after your everyday tasks completes effective 
skin-beautifying care. Use Trushay also to bring 
new softness to neck, elbows, knees... 
as a fragrant all-over body rub, 
a clinging powder base. Begin 
today to use Trushay. 


the Beforehand Lation 


* Make This Simple Test: Smooth a few drops of Trushay on your hands. Now wash 

them with soap and water...then dry. Now rub your hands tegether . .. feel the 

soft, satiny smoothness that remains. Note that Trushay's fragrance is still there, too. 
Product of Bristol-M yers—Made in Canade 
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D 
Skiing—we stopped for breath. I offered him some te. Ther tmy breath 
completely—he kissed my hand! I like this European custor e said. And... zs 
A 
q 
Why. mummy.” in a hushed voice, | Teen-agers, feminine, are alleged to take a » 
Vy ee nett Catlin etebilt dim and callous view of adults, particularly ; 
ee tia Sars : those in the moss-grown thirties _ This 4 
What did Daddy say Uaddv-sd\>, | brings up the curious case of Roger Livesey : 
Bets-says, Daddy-says, Betts-says—the who was the doctor in STAIRWAY TO ; 
cary roundelay! | HEAVEN and wore a beard but who is 3 
“Daddy said you were going to Cali- | highly regarded by the devastating younger , 
i fornia Thursday—the plav’s Thursday critics. 
s ; : Snes : _— ght--but, oh, mummy, could you | In a fan letter on the subject, one corres- 
Launching on the ice rink, The lest hana ; id. Mad = | id I had ome? Would you? It would be specia pondent states that he is “even a character 
my Jergens Lotion with me to keep my hands smooth and soft. Because... you came-—and wore the new pink | who you could stand having around the ; 
neat? house”. This is interpreted by experts as 3 
: . a rare tribute to his charm. ¥ 
“It would certair i sensa- ; 
tior she replied mec ally, on half * * we ; 
i laugh, I wore a ing gown ‘ 
to a children’s play at a libs Roger Livesey can also bring to certain 
vas she keeping this u types of roles a delicate quality of dis- 
; : man : respect which appeals at once to youth | 
grmg 60 California ! eee? rh many His next film is a frolicking investigation of | 
began a glorious new life-—-Gil and Victorian manners and moustaches called 
Cinder on the train—neighboring come | VICE VERSA. 
partments—whole days together—the ; 
prairie night, huge with stars, rushing by * * * 
outside— Another of the prime British favorites with 
Sut it was suddenly, unbelievably 





the newer generation, Patricia Roc, is like- 
important that she see the Peter Pan | wise turning to comedy,—in her case, after 


play! She hadn’t said yes, however the grimly realistic feuding in THE 


how could she?), she hadn’t said she’d | BROTHERS. She has just filmed in Italy ; 
7 when Lucy tore from the room, a cdl farce with songs and romance, ONE 3 
ty | | on ol {fy ing legs leaving the door NIGHT WITH YOU, a which the operatic 3 
ets ee ene mi baritone, Nino Martini, is also starred. ; 
ajar so Cinder could hear, from the ’ 


living room: | * * * ; 
“And mummy says she'll go to the , 4 | 
ley Thureday. Oh. Betts and daddy For a third star who is a teen-ager in her 
| i 1 < . ® ‘ < 9 > - r . 
v i : : own right, the trend is in the other direction. 
she promised—almost! And she’s going ae ; 
; Choice period piece in any museum of 


' 
| ' | to wear the new pink dress—maybe! shivers is an early work called UNCLE 
Not long after “Don't let other fellows kiss your darling hands,” he said. for us! So there, Davey Brent! I guess | SILAS which literary sleuths declare to be 


“So smooth and soft. | want your hands for mine —for always.” So... California wasn’t so important and she the first authentic chiller-thriller ever 


does have time for things with us—’’ | written. It has been adapted as a scream- ‘ 








Davey, also, held things he loved that 
way, hugged to the body protectively. Se) 
“Cinder?” | 


I'll have to keep my hands soft—always. are in today’s Jergens Lotion. Soothes chap- | —y, vid’s grave voice then: “Are you | Play with Jean Simmons starred. Also 4 
I know I can, with Jergens Lotion. ping instantly . gular mn helps prevent | sure you understood, dear? Vout d oe the cast, at her most terrifying, is 
ing ood Stars use ° : fatinea Pas; ‘ 
You can be very sure of even smoother, chapping. Holly woo gay | mother told me—” and his steps, | atina Paxinou from Hollywood. 
Jergens Lotion seven to one. | 
sweetly-softe rh inds today I< rgen Lotion < i] 106 t $1.00. N measured and firm, down the hall. 
i ' 7 il ¢ to 4 Oo oill- 
. finer 7 oe a a ent sence din atlehdctealied David Brent quietly closed the door; At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 
<—e o . s \ { it (nm), 
a Pe ree ey : through half-closed eyes she could see . 
Many doctors rely on two special ingredi- Used by More Women than Any him, blurred and stooped, his beloved SS 
eats to help smooth-soften the skin. Both Other Hand Care in the World briar closely and familiarly clasped. | 


For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use Jergens Lotion 
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“Yes, David 


opening her eyes but cheating, through 


> on a sigh, without 


outfanned lashes, so as to see him, 
greyly looming in the shuttered room. 

“Lucy has an idea your California trip 
is off, that you’ll go to the library play 
with us Thursday.” He paused briefly. 
“That would be fine, Cinder. It would 
give the kids a lot of pleasure. And 
me 

“David, I—” 

She must tell him. But how—without 
explaining the malice toward Betty 
Jones that had landed her in this fix 
without confiding how crazily threatened 
she felt? And thinking aloud, in ir- 
relevant patchwork, she 
“The California trip—if we could go 

“To California? Together?” he inter- 
“Do you mean that, 


murmured: 


rupted eagerly. 
Cinder?” 
No! No! She didn’t mean that— 
“Put off your trip? Go later—the 
week after next, say, when | 
can get away?” She hadn’t heard that 
vibrant voice, seen his face so alive for 


two of us 


how long?—years. What was she doing? 


What had she done? But she could 
neither move nor speak nor say what she 
must say. 

“Listen, Cinder!” rapidly. “‘We need 
to get away together. We both know 
that. I'll get reservations for weck 

Mother'll stay with the 
they'll be so thrilled about 

you said this trip wasn’t 


after next. 
children 
the play 
urgent 
Yes, she had said that. She re- 
breakfast one 


membered now; at 


morning, another life ago. It was a 
purely ambassadorial appearance for 
Hembree’s—some West Coast resources 
needed tightening—she might as well go 
Thursday, the twentieth, she had told 
him, Thursday, the twentieth, being as 
good a day as any to go to California. 

her, un- 


“Don’t 


He was standing above 


reachable as a giant. fuss, 


dear—” gently. ““Depend on me! I'I/ 
take care of everything. You look 
drowsy—take a little nap. Boss’s 


And obedient as a child, shx 
closed her eyes, tightly this time, feeling 


orders!” 


his hand, cool as new snow, on her 
roaring forehead, 

She did feel drowsy now, comforted, 
as though the things that shouldn’t 
matter did, and things that did—what 


* things, though? She’d know when she 


woke up, everything would be clear and 
casy then. It’s only about four, she 
thought fuzzily; I'll just drop off . . . 
‘*boss’s orders” .. .second'time today... 

And Lucinda Brent went soundasleep. 


THE TRAIN swooped out of the tunnel, 
rocking and burtling through the night, 
and sbe was alone in the stuffy tiny room 


Tropical Scene 


A table runner to add a finishing 
touch with brave color to any 
room in the house but especially 
in entrance hall or on dining-room 
buffet. The design, unusual and 
lovely, is of tropical birds, lotus 
flowers and grasses, stamped for 
fine embroidery work on heavy 
Irish linen. 





that was all prickly mobair and bogus 
wood, and someone next door kept knock- 
ing and calling: “Burny, burny! Danger! 
Cinder, let me in!”—frightening! And 
she wanted David, needed David to protect 
ber from the stranger and she called: 
“David! David!” and he materialized 
instantly, like a rabbit from a magician’ 
hat. And David was grown, a grown man! 
She'd forgotten David was a grown man! 
She'd been confusing him with a small 
bov, who might be ber son, Davev, or who 
might be Peter Pan, who never grew old. 
And the David said: “I’m 
always bere when you need me, always 
here when you need me... but you 
haven't needed me for so long, but vou 
haven't needed me for so long.” And the 
train burtled on and the man next door 
was quiet, not frightening anv more, and 


grown-up 


she was suddenly wrapped in someone's 
a 7 
why, David's careening 
through a buge-starred night filled with 
picket 


arms arms, 


suburban houses fences—green 


things—dogs 

She wakenced in a narrow well of peace, 
uninhabited for years, remote and barely 
She wakened gradually, 
deliciously from the happy-ending dream, 
seeming far back in time, in an era 
wakened like this always, 


remembered, 


when she 
before millinery stock numbers jigged 
grotesquely across her dreams. 

Opening her eyes to darkness, surprise 
gathered her heart; spring evenings 
weren’t so dark, even in a shuttered 
room, not before six o’clock. 

She reached out a hand and snapped 
on the bed-table light, secing two things 
at once: the innocent face of her clock, 
tick-less at four, and David in the chair, 
tall and 
impressive man. Why was he smiling so 


grown-up, an important, 


happily, this new David—sitting in th« 

dark alone? And Cinder smiled back. 
“Darling,” he said softly. “You kept 

calling me in’ your ‘David! 


David!’ you said, over and over, Did 
> 


dreams 


you know 
She nodded. “I knew 
“The doctor is coming, Cinder. And 
Betts is fixing your supper and Davey 
has gone for your favorite peach ic 
and 
Lucy’s drying the dishes. You know” 


cream-—-his idea, by the way- 


he seemed to need to talk about her 
dream—‘ you kept saying, ‘Don’t let 
him in!’ over and over—” 


“T know,” tn a small voice. And 


then, although it didn’t much matter: 


“What time is it, David? 
” 


did anyon 
cal 
“After eight, dear. Your clock has 
stopped. You slept four hours or more. 
So soundly I couldn’t bear to wake you 
for supper. Betts fixed 
“Betts supper. I’m = so 
# Continued on page 43 


"he stopped. 


fixed your 








TO ORDER: Number 164 C (18 by 40 in.), $1.50; cottons for working, 50 cents. 
Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. On out- 
of-town cheques add 15 cents for bank exchange. 
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STOCRAT OF VACATH 


IN THE 
CANADIAN 
ROCKIES 


High in a glorious mountain setting—on 
the main line of the Canadian Pacific— 
you'll find them . . . Banff Springs Hotel 
and Chateau Lake Louise. Swimming 

in warm sulphur pools, trail riding, 
golf, tennis, hiking, scenic mountain 
motoring ... superb cuisine, splendid 
accommodation, and traditionally 
courteous Canadian Pacific ser- 
vice. Rustic mountain lodges, 
too. Make it a Canadian 
Rockies holiday this year. 
Season, mid-June to early 
September. 


To and from the West, 
travel in comfort on 

“THE DOMINION" 
«-+-600 miles of 

scenic mountain 
grandeur. 


For information and 
reservations, con- 
sult any Canadian 
Pacific agent or 
write Hotel 
Manager. 


RAILWAYS - STEAMSHIPS - AIR LINES - HOTELS: COMMUNICATIONS - EXPRESS 
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beauty Brevities 


sent choosing a lipstick it’s a 


1943 


mind. (1) The 
lipstick should have plenty of 


features in 
lubrication to prevent a parched, 


unchapped. (2) The color should cling 
| well—it shouldn’t smudge off leaving an 
rim the mouth. 


(3) The shade should be chosen with 


| unattractive around 
| the greatest care to ensure harmony with 
| costume colors. This may necessitate 
owning two or three lipsticks at once 

but if you’re careful not to lose them, 


they’ ll last just that much longer. 


For sheer fun and frivolity the 
following news item is hard to beat. 
Several well-known hairdressers in Lon- 
don and New York have dreamed up 
pink nylon hair to mix with real hair 
for ladies of the elegant world to wear 
Next time your 
about 


on special occasions. 


husband or beau complains 
feathers in hats or gives off re ankle- 
length dresses, you might threaten to 


take up the newer idea. He'll subside. 


There’s a new type of liquid finish 
for enhancing complexions. It’s sure to 
be popular with busy girls—ones who 
like to put on make-up first thing in 
the morning and then forget about it 
| for hours without the need of peeks tn 
| mirrors and constant repair jobs. The 
combines both foundation and 


gives a pearly toned look and 


finish 
powder 
does a good cover-up for blemishes and 

freckles. It has the same mat finish of | 
pancake foundation, but it’s more be- | 
coming to older faces—doesn’t settle in 

and emphasize creases. As it contains 

no lubricating oils, this liquid finish is 

better for the normal oily skin than for 

i the very dry, which takes more readily 

ito cream or lotion foundations. But 

leven if you can’t use it on your face, it’s 

excellent for arms, back and shoulders 

|when you’re in evening dress; makes 

skin appear smooth and satiny and it 

won’t rub off. 





| Can you spare a little hand lotion 
for your legs this month? When the 
| winds of March whip around corners, 
land there’s nothing to protect legs but 
ja Wisp of nylon, it’s sensible to take 
faction. Use the same protective care 
for legs as you do for hands. Rub them 
over night and morning with a palmful 
This will keep them 
or, perhaps, even 


of hand lotion. 
from feeling chapped 
worse, from looking chapped under the 
sheerness of stockings. 


At a tea party the other day one 
busy housewife held out, for the ap- 
proval of the other women present, a 
pair of hands which were smooth and 
white with delicately pointed nails. The 
first time in five years, she declared, 
that she’d been able to boast anything 
more glamorous than short stubby nails. 
The reason for the change was a faithful 
before-bedtime use of cuticle cream 
which she massaged, not only into the 





cuticles, but right up to the ends of | 
her fingers. The cream kept them soft, | 
the massage stimulated circulation, and 


; ; : | 
the combination made her nails stronger | 





| and healthier. A good tip for any woman | 
| up to her elbows in housework, 


dry look and to keep lips smooth and | 


| 


| today 








DON’T BE 
HALF-SAFE! 


good idea to keep the following | ARE YOU ONLY HALF-SAFE? 


| 0 4 


Does YOUR deodorant 
really kill odor instantly, 
safely, surely —stop perspi- 
ration? Or are you gam- 
«+ bling with your popularity? 





ARE YOUR CLOTHES ONLY HALF-SAFE? 


Some deodorants rot fab- 
rics, others do not stop the 
perspiration which stains 
clothes. Do you risk spoil- 
ing a favorite dress? 





iS YOUR SKIN ONLY HALF-SAFE? 


Some deodorants may seri- 
ously irritate underarm 
skin. Are you taking 
chances? Is YOUR deodorant 
gentle, antiseptic, sate? 





BE ARRID-SAFE 
Get this 3-way protection 


1. Arrid really protects you from offending. 
Kills perspiration odor instantly, safely, 
surely, and keeps you safe by antiseptic 
action, 


2. Arrid is really safe for clothes—grease- 
less, stainless. Stops perspiration, so pre- 
vents stains and odor on clothes, 


3. Arrid is really safe for your skin. A pure, 
white, stainless vanishing cream. Does not 
irritate. More nurses use Arrid than any 
other deodorant. 


Don’t be half-safe. Be Arrid safe. 3 
Use Arrid—te be sure! 15¢, 39¢, 59¢ 4 


NO OTHER deodorant 
STOPS PERSPIRATION and ODOR 
so COMPLETELY yet so SAFELY 





HANDIEST THING IN THE HOUSE 
FOR 101 EVERYDAY USES 
Look for the trademark ‘Vaseline’— 
it is your guarantee of the highest 
quality petroleum jelly. Jars 15¢, 

20¢, 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 25¢, 30¢. 





BRUSH AWAY 


GRAY 
HAIR 


--- AND LOOK /0 
YEARS YOUNGER! 


* Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
a ne nee shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
gusranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a urely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray ap- 
pears. Easy to prove on a test lock of your hair. 60¢ 
and $1.65 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE now, of 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention natural color of your hair. S nd a post card 
BROW NATONE, Dept.123,COV INGTON, KY. 
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regular use helps 
happiness. My FREE book about Superfluous Hair 
explains method, proves success. 
envelope. Also t 


Annette Lanzette, P.O. B 3 
Toronto, Ontario. ee es 





MENSTRUAL PAIN 


CRAMPS- HEADACHE ~"BLUES” 


“What a DIFFERENCE 
Midol makes” 
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<* Lips...Arms...Legs 
Now Happy! 1 had ugly superfluous hair , 


was unloved . . . discouraged. Tried man 


even razo Then I devel =~ 
122 @l rs. en I developed a simple, inex- 
pensive method that brought sat isfactory results. Its 


thousands retain admiration, love, 
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glad!” And it cost her no effort at all. 
He smiled. “She thinks you're 
‘lovely? And—oh, yes, Gil Harding 


called about 20 minutes ago, said to 
tell you””—he put on his remembering- 
messages face—‘your toothsome boss 
said he’d decided Miss Mallinson should 
go to California with you. He said it 
was important you get the message, 
that he’d be gone from the office all 
next week, his wife insists he take her to 
Florida,” David smiled pityingly. 
“He sounded pretty annoyed about it— 
that’s what comes of marrying old 


Hembree’s niece—must be hell! Now, 
did you get that straight?” 
“Quite straight, David—” Funny. 


She didn’t feel rejected, humiliated— 
humble rather; another word beginning 
with “h”, infinitely nicer, Then, slowly: 
“David—don’t call me Cinder any 
more—” 

“Why not?” 

“TI can’t explain—something in the 
dream—something too near and—” 
she shuddered—“‘scary! ‘Cinder’ has 
unpleasant connotations.” 

“But, Lucinda—” shaping it into a 
love-word. “It was only a dream!” 

“Yes, only a dream, dear.” And 
without knowing she was going to, 
added: “It did have a nice part, though. 
About houses with picket fences—I 
heard of one today—just our size—in 
Orchard—would we like that?” Com- 
muting would be ne problem after all, 
she thought with blinding clarity; she 
would simply resign from Hembree’s! 
The only danger to resigning jobs was 
that, often, you resigned the wrong one. 

David was out of his chair now, grasp- 
ing her hand, not as though it would 
break but strongly, firmly. But before he 
kissed her, the legal mind, meticulous 
with messages, asserted itself again. 

“Darling, one other thing! I told your 
toothsome boss you’d decided not to go 
to California Thursday—that you and I 
were going together later.” 

“You told him?” weakly. 

He stared. “Why, yes. Wasn’t that 
all right?” 

Cinder began to laugh then—a 
delirious, custardy quaking that felt 
like nothing on earth, “David darling!” 
she gasped. “It’s more than just all 
right, it’s’ —and, fishing for the inevi- 
table word, brought up “it’s 
lovely!” she cried. ‘Oh, darling, it’s 
more than lovely, it’s—it’s cute!” 


two 





What's the Good Word? 


Here are the answers to quiz on page 27, 


1. The Smiths asked my wife and me 
over for the evening. 

2. It’s completely different from the 
situation we faced last year. 

3. The art gallery possesses a unique 
painting. (The adjective “unique” 
cannot be qualified.) 

4. The lecturer went on to imply that 
inflation could not be avoided. (It’s 
the audience that “‘infers.’’) 

5. Climatic, not climactic. 

6. Ablution, not oblation. 

7. Observation, not observance. 

8. Antidote, not anecdote. 

9. Debarred, not disbarred. 

10. Marital, not martial. 

11. Brumal: wintry. 

12. Tegular: tile-like. 

13. Feral: wild. 

14. Galloons: braid, 

15. Uredo: hives. 
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BLUE GRASS 


Blue Grass is always delightful—but at 
Easter, it is particularly so, for its undefinable fragrance 


suggests the sweetest of Spring flowers. Spring 


never knew a lovelier scent. Elizabeth Arden never 


made a more famous fragrance. 


Blue Grass Perfume ¢ Blue Grass Flower Mis? 
Bive Grass Eau de Cologne * Bive Grass Eau de Toileffe 
Bive Grass Body Sachet « Bive Grass Sachets 
Blue Grass Bath Salts * Blue Grass Bath Oil 
Bive Grass Hand Soap * Bive Grass Dusting Powder 
Blue Grass Brilliantine « Blue Grass Bath Mits 
Bive Grass Cream Deodorant 
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Look For rue NEW 


Lennage 


“COMFORT TWINS” 


He’ ll like the gentle automatic lift of the 
Cantilever Support on the MacDee brief 
. . - he'll like the exclusive KUT-UPS 
feature that keeps the shirt tucked in. 


a 











You'll love their wonderful washability. 
No ironing, no buttons. Full elastic waist- 
band. Next time ask for Lennard's KUT- 
UPS shirt and Lennard’s MacDee Brief 
or Half-Way. 
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HALF-WAY 
WON'T CRAWL 
WON'T BUNCH 
sto Fe epee WON'T ROLL UP 
REG. TRADE MARK 
fe ul: 


Conodion Licensee 
S. LENNARD & SONS LTD, DUNDAS, ONT. 


PATENT 


947 & REGISTERED TRADE MARKS OWNED BY 
STANDARD KNITTING MILLS INC, KNOXVILLE TEN, U.S.A 








Soften hands overnight... with this famous 
Canadian Lotion.. Campanas Italian Balm 


@ This is the original 
Campana’s Italian Balm 



















with its sixty-year record 
for keeping hands soft 
and protecting them all 
ett through the cold-weather 
months. A few drops ap- 
plied each day promptly 
softens too-dry skin—pre- 
vents chapping and makes 
the hands delightfully 
smooth. Start using it now 
—=stay with it all winter. 


So good 
for your 
hands 


FOUR SIZES 
25¢ 35¢ 50¢ $1.00 


OCA 
Bawa es emer Raat 













The Pigeon 


Continued from page 23 


all. It was when she found the pigeon. 

He had been sitting in the middle of 
the street eating a piece of bread when a 
car swerved around the corner and 
another car turned out from the curb 
and if the pigeon hadn’t tried to take the 
bread with him it might never have 
happened. Only it did. The car hit 
him with its fender as he tried to fly 
away, it knocked him over backward 
De brie 


screamed and picked the poor little bird 


and down on the pavement. 


up, and all afternoon now she had been 
sitting with it in the dark, up here 
outside her father’s door. 

The bird wasn’t killed, just his wing 
was hurt, he couldn’t seem to fly and he 
was so grateful for a warm lap to sit on. 
He made little soft noises in his throat, a 
cooing lullaby, like a woman humming. 
That was the thing. Debrie sat quite 
still and little chills raced up and down 
her back, because none of the ladies in 
the house hummed. They sang, but they 
didn’t hum. 

It had to be Martha she remembered, 
humming to her in the dark. 

There were footsteps on the stairs, 
faraway first-floor footsteps, heavy and 
slow and sure. They were her father’s 
steps. Debrie listened to them on the 
second landing, softer because there was 
a piece of carpet there. And now they 
were loud third-floor steps. Debrie 
hugged the bird tight, she put her lips 
against the soft grey 
head. “Oh, please, 
please, let him let 
me keep you!” 

A young man rose 
up into that spot of 
vellow light. He was 
very tall and thin 
and he held a bag 
of groceries in his 


dig deep 


arms. After a mo- 
ment he had the 
door unlocked and 
he set the bundle on 
the floor and turned 
to Mrs. Peters’ 
apartment. It was 
then he saw the 
little girl. 

“Why, Debrie, 
whatever are you doing out here in the 
dar k alone Pa 

“T was waiting for you. Please, daddy, 
look what I’ve got! It’s a bird and it 
was hit by a car and that’s why I stayed 
alone. I didn’t want anyone to have it 
but me. Father, it’s such a pretty bird.” 

David Fortney stooped and lifted the 
pigeon very gently. He went into the 
apartment and sat down by the window 
and bit by bit he went all over her, each 
little red foot, each little grey wing. 

“The bird isn’t banded. It doesn’t 
belong to anybody.” 

Debrie hopped up and down. “It 
belongs to me. Oh, please, daddy, let it 
belong to me!” 

He smiled, he had a nice smile, distant 
and amused, “‘Why do you want it?” 

‘Because she’s so warm and soft and 
Debrie stroked the 

“Vl call her Alice, 
daddy, for I do believe she is a lady.” 

““Why do you think she is a lady?” 

“It’s in her eyes, that soft proud look 


she trusts me.” 
smooth grey head. 


that women have. A sort of laughing 
look.” That was when it happened. It 
had been there at the back of her heart 


Buried Treasure 


By HELEN BALL 


Cut through the frozen crust, 


and sift the cold forgetful soil! 
Surely the treasure is there. 


Ah, grasp it!— 
warm and glowing, She 
a wide blue summer day— 
your gold and sapphire talisman 
against this monster, March. 


Now, hold it close and laugh, 
laugh in his grim grey face! 


all the while but she hadn’t said it, sh« 
hadn’t remembered until now. After s: 
long a time Martha’s eyes had openec 
all the way. They held a soft prow 
look, a sort of laughing look. Debric 
caught at the memory. “Have you eve 
noticed about a lady’s eyes, daddy?” 

He had. Oh, God, he had. And so hi 
hated Alice along with all the rest. 

He hated the sun and the stars anc 
little children laughing in the street 
He hated tHe flowers in the garden fa 
below, he hated the men in his office wit! 
their snivelling jokes and petty fears 
He hated the whole of the city moving 
on and on as though nothing had hap- 
pened. He hated his own daughter and 
this pigeon she loved, and himself. He 
hated all things in the universe becaus« 
they lived. And Martha had died. 

Debrie saw it in his face. She saw this 
storm cloud that she had known before. 
It came so quickly and stayed so long, i 
was like a winter day, cold and hard and 
grey. And while it stayed David Fortney 
would be far away, the very farthest 
away of all. 

Debrie lifted the pigeon out of his 
hands and ran to her room. There was 
a fire escape in he: room and a wooden 
box in her closet; she kept skates and 
balls in it, but they could sit on the floor 
very well. And in her doll buggy there 
was a soft white pillow made of real 
absorbent cotton. If you pulled it and 
punched it, it was soft as fairies’ down. 
Debrie pulled it and punched it and set 
it in the box and the box on the window 
sill with Alice in the middle of that 
lovely soft pillow. 

Alice jumped 
right out. She 
pecked at the pillow 
and at the box, she 
walked all the way 
down the fire escape 
past Debrie’s win- 
dow to where it 
touched the Peters’ 
. window, and then 

she walked back. 
stood on just 
one leg and there 
was a very wise 
expression on_ her 
dear little pointed 
face, 1t was as 
though she were 
thinking very hard. 
And then she gave a hop and a skip and 
sat right smack down on that cotton 
pillow. And the late sun smiled and 
touched the soft grey of her head and 
the beautiful iridescent feathers below 
it, like a rainbow caught around her 
throat. 

The sun went away and night came 
and the little girl stayed by the window 
listening to a bird cooing a lullaby. 
Listening to a bird, and hearing a 
woman humming to her in the dark. 


FOR A GOOD deal more than a month 
Alice lived on the window sill. It was a 
most wonderful time, to waken in the 
morning and see her peeking through 
the glass, to run home from school and 
crawl out Mrs. Peters’ window with a 
handful of corn and oats and peanuts 
David Fortney bought a big bag of food 
and he read a book about pigeons out 
loud. Even Alice listened while she tor 
her pillow apart until it was nothing 
but wads and wads of cotton. And 
Debrie didn’t mind, not really; even tora 
as it was she was quite sure it would he 
much more comfortable than the loose 
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|Abso 


FAST RELIEF, 
help feed 
famished muscles 
with fresh blood! 


@® Oh! how muscles can 
ache...after unaccustomed 
exercise! But don’t take that 
stiffness and lameness lying 
down. Get busy ... rub on 
Absorbine Jr.! 


Sore muscles are often 
famished muscles. Your 
extra activity has burned up 
their nourishment. Rubbing 
on Absorbine Jr. helps speed 
the local circulation. 
Fresh invigorating blood 
supplies fresh nourishment 
... tired muscles loosen up, 
feel limber again! Ah... 
what relief! You feel like a 
different person. 


Ask your druggist today 
for Absorbine Jr., for over 
50 years a famous formula 
of rare medicinal herbs and 
other scientifically chosen 
‘ ingredients. $1.25 a bottle. 


W. F. Young, Inc.; 
Lyman House, Montreal. 


rbine Jr, 








stick arrangement the book said Alice 
would have built for herself. And per- 
haps it was. Alice sat on it a great deal. 

And then one morning when she 
stepped off her cotton bed she left a 
little white egg behind, 

“Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” Debrie 
shrieked all through the apartment. 
“Come see Alice! Come see what Alice 
has!” 

Alice was very proud of herself. She 
strutted up and down the window sill 
with that poor useless wing dragging 
behind. And David Fortney leaned 
over the nest and chuckled. 

“Well, I declare. 
have a baby!” 

Debrie wanted to jump right up and 
kiss him, he looked so pleased and so 
But it was only for a 
second. “We're going to have a baby.” 
The words echoed on his lips, and winter 
came into his face again. ‘“‘Debric, 
you'll be late for school.” He held her 
hand and they didn’t speak again, not 
all the way down the stairs or the two 
long blocks to school where he kissed 
her as he always did, quickly, absently, 
as though he really weren’t noticing 


So we’re going to 


almost close. 


what he was doing. 

Debrie ran so fast to tell teacher and 
the teacher was very interested and let 
her stand right up in front of the class 
and tell ali about Alice. And afterward 
the teacher drew a picture of the egg on 
the blackboard, a round little white 
egg, and she said curled up inside was a 
tiny baby bird sleeping all day and all 
night. It was a very safe little bird 
because Alice would keep it warm with 
her nice grey feathers. She would sit on 
it, but she would never break it, she 
would be very careful not to do that. 
And someday the little bird would 
waken and knock on the shell. Knock on 
it as if it was a door to the big wide 
world, 

It was a wonderful story. .Even when 
they colored pictures they could 
hardly think of anything else. And that 
afternoon three of the little children 
went home Debrie, and Mrs. 
Peters let them in Debrie’s house. Mrs. 
Peters always had the key, but she was 


with 


supposed never to use it except in an 
emergency. Mrs. Peters agreed with 
Debrie that Alice’s egg was certainly an 
emergency. So every afternoon two or 
three little children came home with 
Debrie to peek through the glass and 
whisper and be very still. Some of them 
came more than twice and all of them 
came at least once, even the boys; even 
nasty Frank Seely had seen Alice and 
her egg. 

And it was nasty Frank who killed 
Alice. With a sling shot. 


HE WAS bigger than all the other 
children, two years bigger, and not very 
bright. He stole things and pinched, and 
he was very jealous of anyone who was 
smart or had more than he had, more 
lunch or more marbles or pennies o1 
more of anything. That was why he 
hated Alice. He didn’t have a pigeon 
and he didn’t have an egg, so no one 
else should have a pigeon. 

He was very strong and wonderfully 
clever with his sling shot. He could 
make a little girl’s braid bounce right up 
off her neck, and once he got teacher in 
the back with a pebble. He lost the sling 
shot and got sent to the principal but it 
didn’t matter, his mother had told him 

# Continued on page 51 
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BE ROMANCE:READY WITH 






HAZEL BROOKS 


in 
e* “SLEEP, MY LOVE” 
A United Artists Release 


Try 
Hazel Brooks’ 
Beauty-glow 
Cleansing 


Daytime: Before Hazel shows up on the 
movie set, she makes sure her complexion 
will be perfection in close-ups. “Woodbury 
Cold Cream is my wake-up-and-glow 
facial—deep cleansing for flower freshness.” 
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“First — smooth on Woodbury 


Cold Cream,” says Hazel. “Tissue off — 
deep cleansing oils lift away make-up, 
grime. Now pat on more Woodbury 

for softening. Yes, four special softening 
ingredients smooth dryness. Tissue 
again, rinse with cold water. Look! 
Skin is glowing clean... you're the girl 
with the Always-Fresh look.” 





Datetime: “Away from studio lights I date 
Woodbury first. Its richness cleanses and 
smooths dryness. I’m off to a date with a soft 
to the touch, romance-ready complexion.” 


CANADA) 
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FORA 
YOUNG, PRETTY 
FIGURE 


flo! 


Fashions are softer, much more femininé.. 
Your figure must be, too... softly 
rounded, beautifully smoothed. Flexees 
does just this for you... with great ease 
and comfort, molding you to lines that are young! 


FLEXEES* » “WORLD'S LO 
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iain Delivers the Goods 


by Evelyn Kelly, rasnion Eaitor 


E EYES of ‘the world are on Britain 
as she struggles in one of history’s most 
stringent recovery regimes. 

Survival depends upon how quickly, 
how extensively her vital export trade 
can be revived, rebuilt. Among Britain’s 
most lucrative and important exports are 
those fine woollens whose exquisite quality of 
texture and color has been unsurpassed by 
any other countries down through the ages. 
Lucrative because of the fabulous prices they 
command in world markets: United States, 
Australia, New Zealand, South Africa, 
Rhodesia, Sao Paulo, Singapore, Canada. 
Important because of the speed with which 
good high fashion products can send precious 
exchange rolling into a nation’s treasury. 
And it is London’s baute couture the world’s 
leading fashion centres are watching. The 
Big Ten: Hardy Amies, Charles Creed, 
Angele Delanghe, Hartnell, Molyneux, Digby 
Morton, Bianca Mosca, Peter Russell, 
Victor Stiebel of Jacqmar, and Worth. Around 
those names is built the fashion export trade. 
Here are four typical, very significant 


Creations that indicate the styles to come 


from England. To be sure, they’re fabulously 
priced. But these styles and certain details 
of them will be copied over and over again. 
In less expensive woollens. With machine- 
made finishing touches instead of costly hand 
detail. But authentic in every feature that 
goes toward making a good British garment. 

The great twofold story in these couturier 
models is that they have been created with a 
carefully calculated and deliberate aim at 
world markets. In their styling, first. Most 
of them are done in those newcomers to the 
woollen industry: fine fabrics with textures, 
weights, colors that make them a joy just to 
look ct. Heavenly to own! 

In the recognized English tradition they 
are not extreme in style. But they’re soul- 
satisfying because of that stamp of perfection 
that comes of blending high quality with 
good taste. a 

The British designers make their skirts 
about 14 inches for daytime. Where, it is 
announced with cool finality, they will stay. 

Waists and hips are accentuated — not 
exaggerated. Shoulders are rounded—grace- 


fully. e Continued on next page 
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orothy Gray presents an 
Overture to Loveliness...a 
haunting light fragrance 
of dew-kissed lilacs, 
in a medley of 


White Lilac products. 


ete 
TERE 


LVM elt ts ty 
is obtainable in 


® PERFUME. $2.25 
® TOILET SOAP. . $ .60 
® TOILET WATER. . . . $2.50 
® DUSTING POWDER . $2.00 
® TALCUM POWDER. . $1.00 
® EAU DE COLOGNE . $1.50 


pV Ere) 
COMBINATION GIFT SETS 
$3.75 to $6.50 


AMERICAN DESIGN OF BEAUTY . roronto . NEWYORK « LONDON 


An afternoon dress with puff pockets and three- 
quarter cuffed sleeves is done in the well-known 
Victor Stiebel tradition. Charming, unusual, but 
restrained in effect. A light grey worsted, color- 
spiked with a large artist's bow of deep red 
corduroy velvet which matches the hat’s feather. 


Before too long you may expect n 
undreamed-of woollen | 
instance, a new 
per cent nylon. Itw inywhere fron 
one half to seven ounce per square yara 
and may be printed, dyed, processec 
just like wool. And they say it is fou 
times as strong as any known wool of 
similar weight. 

Then there are crepe twee ds, delicately 
printed worsteds and lace jersey. 

The « xperts direc ting the « xports may 
At the 


close of 1947, it was announced that the 


well look toward a rosier future. 


all-over export volume was higher than 
at any level for a quarter of a century. 
Even as the world watched the wedding 
procession of a princess, across the 
ocean busy fashion-fingers were already 
flying at reproductions of the storybook 
gown, copies of the fairy-tale veil. 

And even as we sigh over creations 


like these 


designs, you may rest assured that 


famous, costly couturier 
reproductions are pouring forth in a 
quantity and at a speed that will take 
Britain well along toward what they’ rc 
“Target for 1948.” 
That target being: 40% more export 
business in the year 1948 than in 1938— 
just 10 years back, » 


now calling their 


Angele Delanghe’s keynote is femin- 
intty done with a tailored touch. 
This coat, a fancy weave tweed in 
green and brown, has its back care- 
fully sculptured in a_ graceful 


line. Note the novel double pockets. 
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A typical 
Rainmaster 
by Ritchie 
tailored 

in crisp 
Celanese* 
Multicord. 
In black, 
midnight 
blue, grey. 
About $25 
across 


Canada, 


*Reg. Can. 
Pot. Off. 


Unretouched Photo 


OLD..at 26! 


Her tattle-tale skin — dry, lined, 
faded — adds years to her looks! 
But you can keep your age a se- 
cret—if you get in the habit of us- 
ing Noxzema Cold Cream daily. 
This unique, triple-action cream 
deep-cleanses...dissolves dulling 
surface film. It softens and 
smooths away roughness and dry 
skin lines, It stimulates — wakes 
tired complexions to glowing 
freshness. 

Try Noxzema Cold Cream 
faithfully for just 10 days! Then 
look for a fresher, lovelier, 
younger you! 17¢, 29¢, 55¢ at all 
drug and dept. stores. 


NOXZEMA 


cold cream 


The Pigeon 


Continued from page 47 


to stand up for his rights. They 
couldn’t do anything to him except talk. 
There was a rule against teachers whip- 
ping children. 

So Frank made a better sling shot, 
bigger than he’d ever had before, with a 
piece of rubber he’d found in the street 
for a sling. It was off the inside of a tire 
and strong. He looked a long while for 
just the right stone and then he climbed 
up the stairs in the apartment across 
the side alley. It was a finer, newer 
building with real windows in the halls, 
and one of them was just opposite 
Alice’s nest. 

Debrie was sitting on the fire escape 
watching Alice turn the egg. She looked 
most like a mother when she turned the 
egg. She sort of talked to herself and 
stepped in a very quick nervous way, 
and then she sat down on top so care- 
fully and ruffled her feathers until she 
was as big almost as a muff. And then 
that look would come in her eyes, that 
soft proud look that women have. A 
sort of laughing look. 

The stone struck her on the back of 
her head and it must have broken her 
neck. She flopped over sideways and her 
little red feet stretched out, as though 
they were grabbing for something that 
wasn’t there. And that was all. 

Debrie screamed just once. 

Mrs. Peters heard her. Mrs. Peters 
had come to the window only a moment 
before, she saw Frank and she saw the 
sling shot, but it was too late to do 
anything. She tried to grab Debrie, but 
the little girl crawled down to her own 
window and was sitting there by the nest, 
just sitting there with Alice in her lap, 
and not saying anything. 

“Debrie, come here, dear.” 3 Mrs. 
Peters waited a moment and then sh« 
crawled out on the fire escape. “‘Debrie, 
bring Alice and let’s go inside.” 

The child didn’t seem to hear and Mrs. 
Pcters didn’t touch her, she didn’t dare 
for fear Debrie might fight or try to get 
away and she was so close to the open 
stair and the ground was so far below. 
Mrs. Peters looked across to the window 
a little higher up where Frank had 
been; It was empty now. She crawled 
back in the apartment and called Mr. 
Fortney’s office. 

“You'd better come right home, Mr. 
Fortney, that horrid Seely child has 
killed Alice, and I can’t do a thing with 
Debrie. It’s terrible. She’s not crying, Mr. 
Fortney, she’s not crying at all, It’s 
like she was struck dumb.” 

David Fortney ran all the way home 
and up the stairs, straight into Debrie’s 
room with the wooden box on the sill 
and the white cotton bed and the white 
round egg, and Debrie sitting beside it 
with Alice in her lap. He raised the 
window and picked the child up in his 
arms and they sat in the rocking chair 
together. The man and the little girl 
and the crumpled bird. And after a 
long, long time Debrie spoke. 

“She’s dead. Everything I’ve loved 
in the world is dead.” 

They were words out of the long ago 
and they terrified him. Or maybe it was 
the look in her eyes, as though she was 
seeing things so far away. 

“No!” he almost shouted it. “Alice 
isn’t dead because there’s her egg. 
Don’t you see, she’s sleeping inside her 

# Continued on page 55 
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PARIS-BORN COLOR 


It’s the exciting new lip-look .. . clear, bright and lustrous... 


in smooth, smooth ‘Sub-Deb’ Lipstick. ‘Vibrant’ is 
one of eleven flattering Coty lipstick 
shades. And, to keep you picture-perfect, 
it is color-matched in ‘Air-Spun’ Face Powder 


and ‘Sub-Tint’ Cream-Powder Base. $1.25. 
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Presenting Six Smart “Separates” 
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Simple 2258 


ERHAPS you have a good jacket hanging idle for want 
of the right kind ofa skirt. Ordo you need something special 
in the way of a blouse? Plenty of scope in this collection! 


‘ 


This pretty blouse, Number 2381, can be done up to look as 
if it were custom-made. A length of good quality rayon crepe, 


. - - a touch of Irish type lace or fine Val on the deep wrist- 


eg 


ee 
ere ae 
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bands . . . plus careful, fine sewing. 


Neat, right with any skirt or suit, Number 2382 is softly 
tailored, has forward shoulder seams releasing soft gathers. Look 


for the new broadcloth type rayons. Or embroidered pique. 

For a narrow waist, Number 2309 is a bias-cut ballerina, with 
soft double pleats left unpressed, side entrance pocket. 

A versatile two-piece dress, Number 2258, is comprised of 
a softly flared skirt and back-buttoned blouse. A basic ensemble 
to start with, and classic in style. 

Wanting a slim-cut evening skirt? Number 2223 will see you 
through several seasons if you make it in one of the perennial 
colors, black or navy. The detachable peplum ties at centrefront, 

Here is your full circle ballerina, Number 2359, easiest of all 
to make. Caution note: be sure there are no wrinkles in your 
material, place it very carefully on the pattern. Pin well to avoid 
slipping. Remember you’re cutting a complete circle to give 
you a full flare. You can put a bit of stiffening in the waistband. 









For pattern descriptions and details for ordering see page 55. 
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Spring... 


and NYLON! 


Whispering nylon taffetas, 
swirling cloud-like sheers are waiting 
in your favourite fabric centre. 


At home you can create so easily 
the new romantically feminine fashions 
with these delightfully coloured 
fabrics and matching nylon thread. 
Nylon fabrics banish those old sewing 
bugaboos of sagging, stretching and 
shrinking. And they wash easily, dry 
quickly, wear and wear without losing 
their smooth, spring-fresh texture. 


Nylon thread gives a strong durable 
seam that withstands the stretch and 
strain of wear. For real sewing 
help write for the informative pamphlet 
“Home Sewing with Nylon Fabrics” — 
Canadian Industries Limited, 


Nylon Division, Merchandising Service, 
P.O. Box 10, Montreal. 
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Those New Spring Coat 
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PRING weather just ahead! Brighter colors and lighter weights 
are the order. If you’re adept with woollens, giving them that 
tailored look, your fingers will be itching to get at the family 


sewing. These six very new coat styles offer a choice of three 
for you, and four for younger age groups. 


* 2% * 


The Cutaway Shortie, Number 2380 (upper left), gives you the 
three-quarter sleeve and built-up neckline. (Upper right) the more 
tailored version with simple cardigan neckline, long sleeves, pockets 
curved in line with the cutaway. 

The Pilgrim Collar, Number 2331, adds one of the season’s 
loveliest touches to this flared-back coat, seamed at centre back. 

Elasticized Back Belt and inverted back pleat, Number 2335, 
creates the swing and kind of comfy fit loved by any young miss 
from seven to 14. A neat, pointed collar; two pockets. 

The Hood continues on into spring. Number 2135. They're 
smart, right for Canadian climates. This hood, trimly cut in two 
sections, has contrasting facing, detaches from the flared-back coat, 

Tiny Cap Sleeves, Number 1761, make a very young lady— 
one year to six—feel so grown-up! The princess lines of this little 
coat, the tiny pointed velvet collar are good features for small figures. 

Scallops for the youngest, in this dainty bonnet and pretty little 
coat, Number 2336. The bonnet’s scalloped edge is a beguiling 


frame for the face. And the coat’s scalloped yoke gives the skirt an 
easy fullness. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering see next page, 
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Are you 


in the know? 





What's this paper doll trying to do? 


|_| Get into print 
[_]/ Scoop the news 
|_| A slight-of-hand trick 


Are outsize paws your problem ? They'll 
seem smaller if you make them less 
conspicuous. With one hand, practice 
crumbling a sheet of newspaper into 
a ball. That's a trick to limber hands, 
lend them grace... (a confidence 


builder!). You'll feel more confident, 
when you use 
napkin. It’s 
made 


too, on “certain days” 
Quest on your sanitary 
the Kotex powder deodorant 
‘specially to destroy nap- 
kin odour. No fear of 
chafing, either, when you 
use Quest, for Quest 
absorbs moisture... leaves 
your skin soft and smooth, 
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When he admires your dress, do you say 


“Really @ This old sack ?*’ 
(| “Are you kidding ?” 
[] “Thank you”’ 


Some gals imagine they must shrug off 
a compliment. Such tactics embarrass 
a fellow! When he tosses a bouquet 
your way—catch it. Sweetly say, 
“Thank you.’ Giving out with the 
right answers is a mark of poise. And 
the right answer for diflicult days is a 
Kotex Wonderform sanitary belt. It’s 
the pinless, self-balance, elastic type— 
lets you bend every- 
which-way without 
restraint. Your con- 
fidence will increase, 
too, knowing that 
special patented 
clasps hold Kotex 
absolutely secure. 






















' ‘ 
The Pigeon 
Continued from page 51 


egg. We'll wrap it all up in cotton and 


gg. 
keep it warm on the top of the icebox 
and some day soon she'll wake up.” 

He did that. He got clean cotton out 
of the bathroom and heated it in the 
oven and he wrapped the egg up and put 
it on the monitor top of the old-fashioned 
electric icebox where the warm air was, 
and when he turned round he found 
Debrie fast asleep. 

She didn’t go to school next day. Mrs. 
Peters took Debrie shopping. They 
bought a new hat for Mrs, Peters and a 
jersey suit for baby Peters and a new 
dress for Debrie. It was pink with blue 
forget-me-nots all over it and had a 
white organdie pinafore. 

Debrie stood in front of the long store 
mirror and looked at herself, and there 
were the quecrest thoughts in her head. 
She was remembering a white organdie 
apron, it had a round bottom like this 
all edged with ruffle and a big bow in 
back. It had been such a beautiful bow 
it looked almost like angel wings as 
Martha ran across the floor and stood 
on tiptoe and got kissed. It was queer 
ifter so long a time to have the pinafore 
bring it back. An organdie apron, and 
cooking smells in the air, and a laughing 
woman standing on tiptoe to get 
kissed. Yes, it was queer. But then all 
day there’d been the queerest thoughts 
mn her head. 

““Mrs. Peters, may I go home now, 
please? ” 

“Don’t you want to go on with me, 
Debrie? I can’t take you home now, I’ve 
got an appointment with the dentist.” 

“*Couldn’t I go alone? I walk home 
from school alone. I know my way.” 

“But why, Debrie? Your daddy won’t 
be home for more than an hour, It will 
be lonely.” 

“‘Alice will be there and I’ve got to 
turn her over. You can’t stay still too 


# Continued on page 80 


Pattern descriptions 
and details for ordering 


2381—Misses’ blouse. Sizes 12-20. Size 16: 
2% of 35”; 2% of 39”; 1% of 50”. Lace edging: 
2 yards of 1” width. Price 25c. 

2382—Misses’ and women's blouse. Sizes 12, 
14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42. Size 16: 2% of 35”; 1% 
of 39” or 41”. Price 25c. 

2309—Misses’ and women’s ballerina skirt. 
Waist sizes 24, 26, 28, 30, 32. Size 28: 3% of 
39”; 3% of 41”; 2% of 54”. Price 25c. 

2258—Junior misses’ and misses’ two-piece 
dress. Size 15, blouse: 2% of 35”; 1% of 39”; 
134 of 41”; 1% of 54”. Skirt: 3% of 35”: 3% 
of 39”; 3% of 54”. Sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
18. Price 25c. 

2223—-Misses’ and women’s evening skirt 
with detachable peplum. Waist sizes 24, 26, 
28, 30, 32, 34. Size 28: 3% of 39” material with 
or without nap; 2% of 50”. Price 25c 

2359-—-Misses’ ballerina skirt. Simple to 
make. Waist sizes 24, 26, 28, 30, 32. Size 28 
5% of 35"; 4% of 39”; 3% of 54”. Price 25c. 

2380—-Misses’ and women’s coat. Sizes 12, 
14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42. Size 16, left: 3 of 39”; 
2% of 54”. Right: 3% of 39”; 2% of 54” ma- 
terial with or without nap. Lining: 2% of 
39 Price 25c. 

2331—Misses’ 
14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42. 
terial with or without 
39 Price 25c 

2335—Girls’ coat. Sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 
10: 3¥e of 35”, 2% of 39” or 2% of 54” material 
with or without nap. Lining: 2 of 39”. Price 
25c¢ 

2135—Misses’ and women’s coat and sepa- 
rate hood. Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40. Size 16: 
354 of 54” plaid material. Hood: % of 54” 
plaid material. Lining: 3% of 39”. Price 25c. 

1761—Child’s coat. Sizes 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 
Size 3: 1% of 35” material with or without 
nap; 1% of 54”. Lining: 1% of 35” or 39”. 
Price 25c. 

2336—Child’s coat and bonnet. Sizes 6 mos., 
1, 2, 3. Size 2: 2 of 35” material with or with- 
out nap; 1% of 39”; 1% of 54”. Lining: 1% 
of 39”. Price 25c. 

Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department gf Chatelaine Magazine, 
481 University Avenu®t, Toronto 2, 


and women's coat. Sizes 12, 
Size 16: 3% of 54” ma- 
nap. Lining: 3% of 
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Are you in the know? 





Who should follow the head waiter? 


[1] The girls 
{| The boys 
One couple 


waiter beckons, it’s not 


When a 


time to be confuddled. Confidence is such 


head 


a help... like being sure that the girls 


should follow first. All eyes are upon youl! 


Then’s when (at certain times) you bless 
Kotex for those flat pressed ends that 
reveal no outlines. You're at ease, too, 
because Kotex is made to slay soft while you 
wear il, And your new Kotex Sanitary 
Belt fits snugly; doesn’t bind ... it’s adjust- 


able; all-elastic! 





Do this if you'd try 
() Cartooning 

[_] A different hairdo 

(_) A new parlour game 


. . long or 
Before trying a different hairdo— 


Is your face round or square . 
oval? 
put tracing paper over your photograph, 
| then outline your face. It tells you your 
| true type, so you can plan your coilfure 
accordingly. That's 
as it’s important (on problem days) to 


important—same 


know your type of sanitary napkin. Just 


try all 3 sizes of Kotex for the one that’s 
very personally yours. 


*T.M. Reg. 





Feel neglected at a no-date party ? 


{| Crawl into a corner 
|_| Start a conversation 


Choose the nearest exit 


At a strictly stag-and-doe shindig, maybe 
you haven't snared a partner. To banish 
m stroll that 
boogie man at the keyboard .. . start a con- 


wallflower panic”, up to 
versation. Self-assurance wouldn’t forsake 
youif you'd learn to meet trying situations 
Take 


You'd be poised 


confidently. trying days, fo~ 


instance. feel secure 
—with Kotex and the er/ra proteciion of 
that exclusive safely centre. Kotex keeps 


you fluster-proof! 


More women choose 


KOTEX™ than all other 


sanilary napkins 
7 
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COLOR: the vitamin for tired rooms 


by John Caulfield Smith, Home Planning Editor 


OUSES, LIKE humans, can benefit by a spring 
tonic. Along about now, there’s a too-too 
familiar look to rooms that were snug and cosy in 
January; walls seem dingy, curtains sad, ar- 
rangement out of sorts. The treatment is 
obvious. What the place needs, you decide, is a proper 
dose of decorating—and the quickest way to a new, 
revived personality is through the use of color. 

For color, be it known, is actually the life-giving 
element, the essential vitamin, to any scheme sur- 
rounded by four walls. It’s the universal aid, every- 
where available, and with no class-consciousness as to 
price. You can have it from a can of paint or a roll of 
wallpaper; have it plain or in design; bold as a head- 
line or subtle as a flute-note in a great orchestra. You 
can put color to work for you, exactly where and how 
you want it. 

In Chatelaine’s living room, presented herewith, the 
color plan is simple and straightforward, easy to 
live with. Blue-green, rusty rose, with yellow or blond 
tones for accents and highlights, make a combination 
that is springtime-fresh, yet restful and inviting at 
any season. 

Room interest is kept high. That is, when you're 
in the room, comfortably seated, your eyes are drawn 
up. Patterned wallpaper and vivid draperies achieve 
the effect, and a few well-placed pictures also he ip. 
This is by no means a hard-and-fast “must” in interior 
schemes—rather, it’s a matter of personal taste and 
starting-points. A room with an intricately patterned, 
brightly hued rug, for instance, would hold its interest 
down, perhaps keeping walls and draperies in a con- 
tinuous soit tone. 


For background, a new Canadian wallpaper in 
textured plaid design, with fade-resistant colors, was 
chosen. It’s of a type suitable to almost any room in 
the house—effective, for example, when dramatized in 
the modern manner on an end wall surrounded by 
plain paper or paint, or equally cheerful when brought 
into a Colonial-style bedroom. The color range is 
wide. In our arrangement the paper is continuous over 
all walls, and the ceiling is done in a matching tint. 

The drapery material is a nubby textured rayon- 
cotton, of a weight ideally suited to floor-length treat- 
ment as shown, or taking happily to more elaborate 
projects such as swags across the top. Well-detined 
foliage in rosy rusts, touches of bronze yellow and 
green, is the unusual motif. 

Furniture is all-Canadian, too—selected with an eye 
to sturdy comfort, good looks, and, that ever-present 
consideration, moderate cost! Chests and bookcases 
were picked from a line of unfinished furniture and 
painted to match the scheme. By pushing them 
together, one wall gains the effect of a built-in, yet it’s 
simple as wink to move them round when a different 
arrangement is desired. Chesterfield and chair are 
done in quilted mercerized cotton fabric; their limed 
oak feet pick up the light wood of the occasional pieces, 
such as the circular coffee table and the lamp bases. 
The plain rug shows up attractively against a margin 
of black asphalt tile, which makes a highly durabl« 
floor, easily maintained. 


IN PLANNING your own spring decorating campaign 
it’s worth bearing in mind the three major points—and 
these, most interior decorators agree, have become 


On the wall opposite the bookshelves: pull-up chairs in dusky 
yellow fabric, with combination radio and record-player be- 
tween. All the pictures in the room are silk-screen reproduc- 
tions of Canadian artists’ paintings; framed in limed oak. 


even more important today than style. They are: 
color, pattern, texture. Much of a room’s success is 
bound up in how skilfully these are studied and com- 
bined, 

Color is the leading element—the one that can do 
most for you. By choice of certain colors it is possible 
to influence moods, make the spectator happy, create 
restlessness or a feeling of gloom. Red, for instance, is 
a strong violent color, likely to upset us if applied in 
too large a quantity, though it has very cheerful pro- 
perties in small touches. Yellow can really double for 


sunshine; 
choices fora north room. Blues are generally peaceful 
(though some can be strident), and they give a certain 
serenity in a south room where there’s plenty of light, 
Green is universally voted “restful,” and it has the 
happy knack of companioning other colors. 

It’s wise to remember the old rule—and it’s still the 


t in the decorator’s book—i.e., be wary about 


it and its near-relation, peach, are excellent 


ng a tiny sample of color when it’s to be applied 
over a large area, such as walls. Inevitably, the more 
you have of it, the stronger the tone will seem. 
Remember, too, that artificial lighting can change 
the ippearance. 

It’s true, the science of color is fairly complex, but, 
even if one hasn’t been born with a color sense, or 
lacks time to acquire it, there are available quick 
guides to picking up the basic principles. By studying 
a fine picture, it is possible to arrive at proper pro- 
portions of given colors. And it’s no trade secret that 
many clever decorators get their charming schemes 
from a length of chintz. Example: a floral pattern, say 
beige ground, white flowers, green leaves, a bit of 
coral somewhere. Presto! a whole plan evolves: 
dark green floor covering, pale beige walls and 
draperies, white lamps and a leather chair, coral 
touches in little cushions and ornaments, with slip- 
covers of the chintz ty ing the room together. The same 
system can be worked out just as handily with wall- 
paper, though in an existing room, as opposed to a 
completely new scheme, the harmony between one 
pattern and another must always be considered. 

Most rooms gain their lively pattern interest from 
fabrics, floor covering, or wall treatment. It is 
important to decide which will contribute the domi- 
nant pattern, and then work out from that point. A 
beautiful floral paper can never attain its maximum 
effect when it has to compete with a large-scale floral 
cretonne on sofa and chairs; much, much better to 
introduce a soft stripe (or a plaid as opposite) on the 
walls. It’s all a matter of balance. 

Texture, the third factor in successful decorating, is 
a subject more familiar to most women because it 
enters into the choice of their personal wardrobes. You 
couldn’t imagine a well-turned-out woman selecting a 
brocaded blouse to go with a tweed suit; neither would 
she attempt to combine taffeta curtains with rough 
homespun upholstery. 

But weighing allsuch considerations—of color, pat- 
tern, texture—and bringing them together in a way 
that’s right for one’s own family life, is not just a 
chore, it’s a fascinating hobby—capable of as many 
individual twists as a signature, challenging to the 
deep-buried urge for artistic expression, and wonder- 
fully satisfying along every step of the way. And ther 
never was a better way to celebrate the Canadian 
spring than by putting some new spirit into our 
environment, indoors, @& 


Room setting designed by 
Simpson's, Toronto, for 
presentation in Chatelaine. 
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The Canadian way of living finds happy expression here—in a room furn- 
ished with simple, inexpensive pieces, arranged for informal family comfort. Bright clear color 
brings zestful harmony to the scheme. It’s a thoroughgoing Canadian room in every detail— 
wallpaper, fabrics and rug from Canadian mills; upholstered items by Canadian craftsmen; 
modern tables, chests, bookcase units selected from the interesting new offerings in Canadian 


furniture designs. A setting to enjoy—and be proud of! 





fatrede? 


THIS SALAD-SANDWICH LOAF 


“FROSTED” WITH THE CREAM CHEESE 


THATS Guaranteed Sresh/ 


Smart food buyers 


... besure to get the cream 
cheese that’s guaranteed 
fresh. See the famous name 
“Philadelphia Brand”’ right 
on the packages you buy. 
That’s the way to get the 
delicately fresh taste, the 
really creamy-rich flavor 
you want — every time! 


Hostesses! 


“classic recipe’’ for this sure party 


Here’s the 


success. Remove crusts from a loaf 
of day-old bread. Cut four 14-inch 
lengthwise slices. Place a slice on a 
platter, spread with Kraft Mayon- 
niaise or Mirac le W hip Salad Dress- 

with peeled sliced 
Season with salt and 
, pepper. Spread another slice with 


ing; cover 


tomatoes, 


mayonnaise; place with dressing 


side on the tomatoes. Spread top 


GENUINE PHILADELPHIA 


Kraft Pimento 
Cream Cheese Spread, cover with 
third slice of bread. Spread it with 


of this slice with 


mayonnaise and cover with lettuce. 
Spread fourth slice of bread with 
mayonnaise; place on lettuce. Soft- 
en 2 packages Philadelphia Brand 
with milk; 
outside of loaf. Chill an hour. Gar- 
nish i 


Cream Cheese frost 


with watercress. Serve in 


inch-thick slices. Serves 6 to 8. 


BRAND CREAM CHEESE 


PART 


° ° 1° 
Live Like the Wind 
Continued from page 17 


vas a cold stone in her 


t that she 


was alone. She 
had just left a crowd of people, includ- 
who was overly attentive. 

not what I want, she cried 

Not glamour, and picturesque- 

ness and i week end. 


Then what do you want? a voice 


isked. A little 


le corny treatment? 


Yes. 


cottage, lilacs, 


neice 
. she cried. I cry quits. I 


» go home. 


SHE HAD been fighting that admission 
had smiled 


desk in the 


importing house in Mexico City, doing 


for two months now. She 
and been efficient at her 
her best to adjust. She went boating at 


Xochimilco on Sundays; she went to 


the bullfights and shouted and waved 
when the 
tail. 


as excited as a 


her white handkerchief 


matador earned the ear and the 
' 


She pretended to be 


character in Hemingway, but inside 
she felt lonely and sad. 
Now she had come 
to Veracruz for her 
holidays, but the 


feeling was still 


there. T here ’s only 
one thing to be 
for, she 
] haven't 
got entangled with 


As soon 


grateful 


thought. 
Is there 


: adjective 
anybody. 


time I pro- 


as the 
mised to work is up, 
I can go home. ‘he eteiinn 

There was no pro- 
tection from the 
wind now. It was 
like all the March 
gales she had ever 
rolled into 
She leaned 


it, walking 


known 
one, 

against 
swiftly, and felt a 
kind of 


wildness 


exultant 


take hold 
“a et it 


she said 


of her. hermit-thrush 


blow!’ 
under her breath, 
and at that moment 


a voice said, “Have Even so, 


7 
Inarticulate 
By Blanche Pownall] Garrett 


in your 


For the strange wild flight-call of 
dark geese wheeling at dawn, 


Over the lonely marshland? 


Rounded and perfect, so that your 
mind might say 


The call and the word are one? 


Have you a verb 


To speak of the swelling of sap in 
the barren wood 


On a day in March when the hill 
sides ache with Spring? 


Is there an adverb that tells how the 


Weaves from the 
exquisite sound? 


Here then was reason for the inexp 
able rush of joy she had felt when 
saw his face. He was, simply, a link v 
home. 

“You're a tour 

“No.” 
superior when she answered that q 
tion. “| work in Mexico City.” 

“Oh.” She saw 
qui kly. He’ll get the wrong idea of 1 i 


He I] Say 


and I’m not. 


i he asked ligt 


Somehow she alwavs 


him glance at 
“* restless 
adventurous,” And 
swift thought followed, “What does 


she thought. 


matter?” 

They had turned spontaneously 
were walking along the be ach toward t 
hill leading up to the hotel. But 
stopped abruptly. ** Look,” he said, “t 
little 
weather 

“All right.” They sat down at one of 


the little open-air tables. Storm awnings 


open, come wind 


cantina s 
won't you have a coke? 


had been put up to break the sweep of 
the wind and they rattled loudly with 
every gust. He gestured, “ Juke boxes 

even here. Let’s see what it’s like.” He 
bent 
then put in his coin. The 


over the list of titles, pondering, 
music blared 
forth, competing with the wind, a swift 
gay rhythm. “Come on,” He drew her 
to her feet and they 
circled on the de- 
serted floor. “I don’t 
know what it is,”” he 
admitted. “They'r 
all Spanish. I can 
only remember the 
name of one Spanish 
*‘Besame 


what does 


v ry, an . 
ocabulary, a piece 


mucho’ 
that mean?” 

His eves 
laughing 


wert 
glinting, 
down into hers, 
though his mouth 
was serious. “Kiss 
me often,’’ she 
thought, 
wouldn’t say it. His 


but she 


mouth was too « lose 
to hers. 
Then the 
was setting 
drinks on the table; 
they sat down, talk- 
dusk a web of ing of 


waiter 
their 


Vancouver 
and Montreal, of 
skiing in the Laur- 


entians, and casual 


you a match?” In 
English. 
She turned swift- 


What words are there 


For the cry of the heart as it beats 
its way to the light? 


un-Mexican_ things. 
Elaine felt the strain 


ly. The man was 


leaning against a 


tree. He wore a windbreaker, but it was 


open at the neck showing a white shirt. 
“Why, yes... 


He held out his cigarettes, but she 


shook her head, handing him her folder. 


For a moment his face was lit by the 


glow of the match, cupped by his hands. 
She saw a lean tanned face, black brows, 
dark hair rough from the wind. Then 
the light was gone. He looked up. 
““You’re staving at the hotel?” 

PORWR a wiee 

“So am I He paused, and 
somehow «she could not walk on. He 


tonight.” 


was looking at her, staring through the 
darkness. 

“You’re American?” 

“No. Canadian.” 

He gave a surprised laugh and held 
out his hand. ‘“Well—greetings! So 
am I! Mike Grandon—Montreal.” 

Elaine, feeling the firm pressure of his 


hand on hers, knew a sense of relief. 


and loneliness of the 
last weeks draining 
away. It was as if 
her life in Mexico were just beginning. 

He was silent a minute, looking at her. 
4s I’m glad of the Norte,” he said, a h 
launches aren’t running tonight. That’s 
why I can’t go back to my ship.” 

Her heart stilled. Behind her head 
the awnings rattled loudly. “Your 
ship?” 

“Yes,” he said lightly. “‘The Caretta. 
I’m first mate.” 

She was silent, feeling the swift 
current of understanding between them 
snap like the ribbons when a liner pulls 
out. I might have known, she thought. 
And then—I could leave 


could pretend I’d never seen him. If I 


tomorrow. | 
have any sense I’Il go home. 


BUT IN the morning she woke feeling 
delight pulsing through her, clear and 
warm as the sunlight outside the wir 
Phe Norte was gone. She lay till 
for a moment, remembering his eyes, the 


dow. 





TE Re ie ee Tigi Nes 


NET. 


ianned strength of his hands. His voice 
“ey ee 
saying, “I'll call you whenever I can 
get off the ship—” 
Remembering that, she rolled over. 
Now was the time for caution, to remem- 


ber what she had finally come to learn 


she wanted from life, the lessons the 
st few months had taught her. 
Think back to Vancouver. Her family 
shaking thei heads sceptically all the 
time she was studving languages, look- 
ing for a job where a forcign transfer 
was possible, warning her 
‘You'll be homesick tn five days.” 
“Homesick! I’m not a baby!” 
*“*No-—-but vou’re not as self-suffic: 
as you think you are.” 
Then Mexico City, At first it was 
most he autiful, the most exciting city 
world, Her boarding house w 
dream of enchantment. Every nig! 


when she came home she opened 


French doors and ste pped out onto 
little gallery. Below her le the pat 


The blue-tiled paths, the red bougain- 


villea climbing the stone walls, the 
orange tree, glimmered faintly 


moonlight. She would smile to 


Who In \ incouvel had in 
‘ 7 | 
orane tree below then window, i 
turkey cock tethered on the roof te 
them in the morning with its 
gobble 
When was it that the picturesque, tl 
strange, the exotic, began to pall 


hay t was the night she was com! 


home late, walking quickly, past the 


f a building where the three 


hildren slept in a ragged huddle. One 
if them woke at the sound of her click 
yattering after her. She 


et Is at d came ] 


. ‘ ; 
put a coin in the outstretched hand and 


suddenly the loneliness was there. It 


was for her small brother then, but 


wing ind spreading, embracing eve 


that had to do with home. Her 
| home—and, gradually, the new onc 
found herself building in her mind. 
ith a blue-grey roof and a 
obblestone chimney climbing up 
side. A lawn with a swing on it. Chil- 
dren 

She closed her mind to the ache. This 
was what she had wanted . . 

But everything was different. The 
buses h id changed too, In the firs wo 
months she had always yearned to be an 
irtist when she rode to work on second- 
‘ 


class buses. To be able to catch in a fe 


strokes of charcoal the dignity | the 
patriarchal face of the old man in 
prey and black serape, the rakish ai 
of the young ticket taker, | ping on and 
off and shouting, “ Vamonos!’ tl 
solemn round face of a child cradled in 
it mother’s rebozo ... Now it 
simply an uncomfortable, crowded and 
bumpy ride. 

Phe office became peculiarly ordinary 

Filing, tvping and liling some 
more. So some of it’s in Spanish, he 
thought. That makes it harder, bu 
anything else. 

Then forget him, she told herself 
later, lying on the beach. You’re going 
home soon. To put down roots. 

Don’t see him again, she 
supper, toying with the fish 
“squid cooked in its own ink,” 

And then the phone call. She had let 


+ 


the gale-warning go unheeded too lon 
“Tl be along in half an hour,” Mike's 
voice said buoyantly. And she knew it 


was too late for caution, 


AP TERW ARD she remembered — the 


like a fantastic and beautiful 


“Do you want to see my ship?’ 


dream, It was as if she had been living 
in quiet and reasonable prose all her life 
and had suddenly been projected into a 
poem that was half a gay song and half 
ispell. They rode into town quietly ina 
ix!, but suddenly they were in_ the 
of dancing. The taxi slowed and 
tantly Mike was out of it, thrusting 
i few pesos at the driver. “Come on,” he 
( ied, ind she was in his irms, whirling 
iround in the laughing crowd, 

‘Every day is fiesta day in Mexico,” 
she laughed, remembering the travel 
folders, and realized that this was the 
first fiesta she had seen. “ What’s it for?” 

“The Feast of the Three Kings,” he 
inswered. *‘ Put your shoe at the window 
tonight and if you’re a good girl you'll 
get 1 present,” 

But suddenly the music stopped, the 
musicians set down their instruments 
and passed a jug of pulque. ‘Come on,” 
Mike urged. “Let’s see what else they’ ve 
cot.” There was a ferris wheel and they 
soared above the dark palms. Wooden 
squirre Is da iced along a she if in one of 
the booths and he picked up the gun and 
dropped them off—one, two, three—10. 

The booths lining the street were filled 

‘ and whatever she admired 

She laughed at the litter of 

igs formed out of colored 
ind he piled the absurd things 
irms. But suddenly he looked 


it her with a different expression. 


’ 


” 
urs 


ilked silently now, away from 
down the dest rted streets, 
tes, past the little customs 
houses and suddenly they were in the 
tangle that makes up the wharves. Box- 
on the railroad tracks, and great 

r cases and coils of rope. And the 


Elaine caught her breath. She was 
looking up at a sailing ship, spars and 
masts towering against the black sky. 
“Beautiful,” she said. 
“The brigantine? It’s not full rig 
it has no royals. And it has an auxiliary 


” 


engine , ol course, 
“Where's she going?” 
“Portugal. Fora cargo of cork... 
Elaine was silent, feeling the dark 


” 


magic of the sea surrounding and hold- 
ing her. She had forgotten what loneli- 
ness was. The old dece ptive longing was 
back—the wind blowing in her face 

from half around the world and 
she wanted only to follow it, to see 
everything, everything, no matter what 
the pain. 

““And there’s mine,” he said softly. 
“Anchored way out. We'll bring het in 
to the dock in the morning.” 

He was watching her face as_ she 
looked out over the harbor toward th« 
dark shadow that was the ship. 

“You love them, don’t you?” he said. 
‘You know how I feel e ® he 

“IT always have,” she said passion- 
ately. “If I'd been a man I'd have 
shipped out. So I did the next best 
thing. Got a job in a foreign country.” 

“T knew it,” he said. “You want to 
t ilk to ill the people ot the world, to sec 

the sun looks, coming up behind 
strange mountains... We're a_ lot 
ilike, vou and I 

She could feel the wind in her han 
and a dash of spray on her cheek. 
Bx hind he ! the re Was a sudde n splashin y 
as a string of porpotses leaped. Then his 
| Iders, turning 


irm was around het snout 


her so that she was looking up at him. 


t 


Vou’ re wild, like me Ss he said softly. It 
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Here's fudge so delicately smooth and 
creamy that it simply me/ts away! Carnation 
Velvet Fudge . . . made with a milk that’s heat-refined and 
homogenized to supersmoothness, for the same velvet blend in 
candy that it brings to a// milk-rich dishes. Definitely .. . the 


fudge recipe you've always dreamed of finding! 


CARNATION VELVET FUDGE...WITH VARIATIONS 


cups sugar § teaspoon salt 
lespoons corn syrup cup Carnation Milk, undiluted 
} 


3 1-oz. squares bitter chocolate, 3 tablespoons butter 


shaved ip nutmeats, chopped 


lients except butter and nuts. Boil until syrup reaches 238° E. 
mount is dropped in cold water. 
Cool il arm. Beat until creamy, 


i when asmalila 


Velvet Kisses 


paper to torn 


aspoon onto waxed 


Velvet Nuggets 
Mold into small ba 


Velvet Roll—Continue beating till fudge loses its 
gloss. Form into a long roll. Roll in chopped tinted 
nutmeats. Wrap in waxed paper and chill. Cut in 


thin slices to serve. 


WRITE for the ‘Velvet Blend Book’ of exciting 
new recipes—to Carnation Company, Limited, 
Dept. C-3, Toronto or Vancouver. 


"From Contented Cows” 


') CARNATION GO, 





CANADA DRY 
net tglheahminc. jy lee 


For the after school refresher, or 


whenever the call is for quick energy... 
anywhere, anytime, the perfect choice 
is Canada Dry. It’s good, good 

for you and kiddies too. 

Always have plenty on hand. 


eeeee 28 
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hem where tamales Dubbica, w 
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banana leaves and t 


ed wit 

They rode back qui tly, 

nd died down and a moon coming up 

+e the Island of Sacrilices. Mike 
brought his horse up alongside hers and 
leaned over and kissed her. So long as | 
live, Elaine thought, I will never forget 
this day, the live feei of the horse ready 
to gallop and the surf pounding in and 
the feel of his mouth on mine. 

The next dav she went on board the 
Caretta. The wheat roared up through 
the giant pipes into the elevators and 
the crew smiled and greeted her in 
broken English. They were men from 
all countries, Mike the only Canadian. 

On the week end they dived through 
the breakers and lay on the sand, talk- 
ing, talking, about their childhood, and 
books, and love, and then lay very still, 
being happy. Erling, the second mate, 
found them there, threw sand, and went 
away to buy cokes. 

Mike let a handful of sand run 
through his fingers. “Erling’s worried,” 
he said. 

“Worried?” 

“Because I’ve been seeing you. We’ve 
been running mates a long time. It’s 
because of him I’m sailing Panamian. 
He hasn’t got his Canadian papers 
wes 

“He needn’t worry.” 

He looked at her levelly. “‘Needn’t 
he?” 

She remembered that, waking at 
night. He’s serious, she thought. But 
sailors aren’t serious. When he sails 
she felt suddenly very cold and still 
it’s over. Over. 

The pipes were in the last hold now. 
When the last grain of wheat goes 
whistling up them, she thought, that’s 
it. 

The next afternoon she waited for 
Mike in the little park off Indepen- 
dencia. When she saw him coming she 
knew. “‘Tomorrow morning,” he said, 
sitting down beside her. “Six o’clock, I 
suppose.” 

She sat there, staring at the little 
fountain and not seeing it, and then she 
heard his voice rushing on. “It only 
takes three weet ks up to T exas, going and 
coming and loading . . . I'll come up to 
Mexico City. We'll get married.” 

Married. And sitting alone while he 
sails off to far strange ports. Having him 
to love for a few days and then alone, 
alone again, the desperate aching loneli- 
ness. She stiffened. “No, Mike, No,” 

He was looking down at her and the 
hurt was in his eyes. “Elaine. You 
know you love me.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then why not?” 

Her words came in a rush. They had 
to, or she would never say them. “I’m 
not wild like you,” she said. “I’m not 

women can’t be. I want to settk 
down. I wanta home. . .” 


His eves were puzzled. “And yet 
you're like me,” he said, “I could swear 
it. You want to know more than you’d 
ever know staying in one spot... I 
thought you liked it here. I thought 
you could five here as long as I was o 
this run. Wasn't it good, the way we’: 
been toe the r?”’ 

“Of course it was good,” she sai 
between stiff lips. 

“It would still be,” he said lightl, 
“Even if we were married.” 

“No,” she said. “No. It would be a 
first. Like my coming to Mexico 
first everything looks as wonderful a 
the travel folders 
then it doesn’t. You want to go hom« 

“Tt would be like that,” he said, “i! 
there wasn’t something solid under- 
neath. Maybe vou can’t tell this fast. 
But I thought we knew.” His voice was 
bitter. “If you think it’s just super- 


. and then. 


” 


ficial ee 

Her head came up so that she met 
his eyes and the words slipped out be- 
fore she could stop them. “No! Not 
between us!” 

“Then I'll quit,” he said roughly. 
*T’ll get a shore tob.” 

For a moment her heart leaped and 
then she shook her head. “No. You're 
not ready to leave the sea.” 

“Why not?” he said wryly. “Wasn't 
| talking just the other day about a 
place of my own and a garden?” 

“Yes,” she said, and remembered 
talking to sailors on trains, In canteens 
during the war. “They all talk about 
that. They say, ‘I want to goa thousand 
miles inland, out of sound of the sea.’ 
They tell every married man, ‘You 
don’t know how I envy you. You've 
got everything I want.’ And then they 
ship out quick. They want the sea 
more.” 

He was looking down at her with a 
kind of laughter in his eyes. “How did 
you know?” he said. “You're right, of 
course—about most of us. But I don’t 
want the sea all my life. And if I quit 
for you—it’d be with my whole heart.” 

**T wouldn’t let you,” she said. 

He went on as if she hadn’t spoken, 
““And if you came to me, it would have 
to be the same thing. None of this 
yearning for what you give up. With 
your whole heart.” 

She stood up and began to walk in a 
kind of aching silence. “I'll be going 
back home when my six months is up,” 
she said at last. 

As always they had wandered toward 
the docks, and now he gestured. “You'll 
miss all this,”” he said, 

“T know.” [Il miss it all. Veracruz 
The place where in all my life I did most 
of my living. She looked around her. 
The windmill arms of the palms, the 
orange smokestacks of the little Mexican 
freighters . . . the men lifting the great 
packing cases onto the little carts, dark 
faces above the weathered blue shirts, 
and the wide yellow hats bending up at 
the sides in the wind and catching and 
holding the last light of the setting sun. 

But I'll be home, she thought, back 
in the old sweet familiar pattern. No 
more barefoot women walking along 
the quay, breast bare for the drowsy 
child to nurse... no string of littl 
burros padding swiftly along the street, 
almost buried beneath the loads of 
firewood ... 

And I'll miss them all. All the things 
that were trebled in beauty because | 
saw them with Mike. ; 

A yearning sadness filled her, and 
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Glamorous Hosie ry Flawless knitting — perfect fit— full-fashioned or seamless— 
you can have such a wide choice if you shop where you 


HETHER your choice is nylons or rayon — sheer or service see the Gordon Mackay name on merchandise. 
weights — you'll find the colour you want — the smooth 
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Rich... light...tender_ made with Magic! 


The real secret of their fluffy, 
feathery texture is Magic Baking 
Powder. Pure, wholesome, 
dependable . . . Magic always 
helps insure perfect results. Get 
Magic today! 


@ They’re sweet...they’re 
sumptuous .. . they’re easy to 
make! A really-and-truly dream 
dessert, these Magic Chocolate 
Cup Cakes are a happy ending 
to any meal! 


MAGIC CHOCOLATE CUP CAKES 


2 cups sifted all- 
purpose flour 

2 teaspoons Magic 
Baking Powder 

1 teaspoon salt 

\% cup shortening 

1 cup sugar 


2 eggs 

3% cup milk 

1 teaspoon vanilla 
extract 

Chocolate Frosting 

10-12 halved 
maraschino cherries 

10-12 almond nut meats 


Sift dry ingredients together. Cream together 
shortening and sugar; mix well. Beat in eggs, one 
at atime. Add milk and flour alternately to creamed 
mixture. Add vanilla extract. Bake in greased cup 
cake pans in 375°F oven, 20 minutes. Cool, top 
cakes with frosting. Garnish with cherries and 
nut meats. Makes 10-12. 


CHOCOLATE FROSTING 


1 unbeaten egg white 3 tablespoons cold 
% cup granulated water 
sugar \% teaspoon flavoring 
% teaspoon Magic 1% squares unsweet- 
Baking Powder ened chocolate 


Place all ingredients except unsweetened choco- 
late, favoring and baking powder in top of double 
boiler. Place over boiling water and beat with 
beater for 5 minutes, add melted unsweetened 
chocolate and beat for 2 minutes. Remove from 
heat, add flavoring and baking powder, beat 
again, and spread on cake. 


‘ | 
something picturesque, 





then suddenly her mood was shattered. 
Mike was gripping her arm with hard 
lingers. The lines by his mouth were 
deep and harsh, “So it was just a vaca- 
tion romance you wanted,” he said. 
But you knew 

o” 


you couldn’t take it if it ever got tough. 


“Mike!” she cried, but he rushed on. 


> 


*Tt’s funny, isn’t it?” he said. “Sailors 


are supposed to be the ones who love 


’ ” 
now I’m getting it. 


“em and leave ’em 

He stopped for a minute, looking 

down at her as if memorizing her face, 

and then he turned abruptly. “* Well, | 
.” 


guess I’d better be getting back. 
“*Mike!”’ she called again. But he did 


not turn round, 


SHE GOT UP very early the next 
morning and went down to the beach. 
She sat there a long time, watching the 
line of the horizon. And then she saw it. 
The far grey silhouette of the ship, inch- 
ing out against the sky. 


He ’s gone she thought. I’ve sent him 


away. The faint little dot that was the 
ship danced on the edge of nothingness 
be fore her stinging eves and then was 
gone as if it had never been. She stood 
up dully. He’s gone. But I had to. I 
had to. Stability. A home. 


bered how she had pictured it in Mexico 


She remem 


( ity. 7 he blue-gre VI wf and the cod rhe - 
stone chimney. The picture wavered and 
was very tiny, as if you looked through 

wrong end of the tele scope. I was 


I learned what I 
sb 


sensible, she said. 


“4 


sensible 


needed in Mexico City. But 
cried nel lir 


' 4 ' 1 
heart, lec 1 a cold hand 


ha 


tighten—* What sense is this 
She went back to Mexico City. It 


won't seem so long now, Elaine thought, 
I’|] hang up a calendar and check off the 
days. 

She did that. When she got back to 
her room she laid away her bathing suit 
and shorts and put the silly candy pigs 
on the dresser. And for three weeks she 
put neat little crosses on the calendar. 
The gesture seemed to help convince her 
that soon—soon—she would move out 
of this bleak loneliness. And then one 
night she stared at the crosses. What 


> 


was she waiting tor To go home, ot 


course. Home, she thought wildly 
home is where Vo 
don’t wear a hat. 
that she was lighting came into her 
mind, saying itsell Over and over: Home 
is where the heart is, home 

So all right, she said. So it’s with 
Mike. And will | 
Vancouver, or Vi 


She looked at the calendar again. 


Three weeks. That meant he would be 


whether you re In 


I Imbuctoo, 


back in Veracruz. And _ he 
come to Mexico City ... If he comes, 
she thougl t, il ne asks me again 

But he didn’t « 

You were sensible, she said to herself 
lying awake at night. Only you were 
wrong. It might have been just glamour, 
the kind that doesn’t last, that isn’t 


more important than anything else. 
But you didn’t fall in love with the 


others, the ones who wanted to take you 


pyramids by moonlight, or the 
Gardens. You would have 
1 in love with Mike if you’d met at ; 
da iountain. 
And somehow it was 


hear Mike *s Voice, SayIng 


he had expected her to under tand, 
“Don’t you see, he said, Wi would 


ive had a better chance than most 
Most women have to I 


without ever finding out if farther fiel 


are greenet 

And you too, Mike, she thougl 
you'd have settled down soon. Ar 
until then—I’d have missed you wh 


e-* But who Sa 
? 


you shipped out 
there should be no pain in loving 

One month. Two. She settled in 
the routine of her job and the city. Ar 
there was no more general loneling 
any more. Only a specific longing, nig! 
and morning and noonday. For Mik 
She ached, reme¢ mbering how he had 
leaned toward her on horseback, and 
kissed her, and the shape of his hand 
and the way thought had leapt betwee 
the two of them, scarcely needing word 
and yet striking sparks, so that she 
found a fluency she had never knows 
before. 

She woke every morning with the 
incredulity of those who cannot believe 
that happiness, held and possessed, can 
end. I/t’s over. He isn’t coming back. 


‘| he week before she was to ZO home 
she worked overtime at the office. On 
Saturday she went down to the market 


to buy a few last presents 


another 
serape, dancing skeletons, a silver ser- 
pent. She struggled with the padlock on 
the grilled gate, juggling her parcels, 
and climbed the steps, conscious only of 
feeling tired, desperately tired. 

And then she looked up. She saw a 
man standing on the gallery and she 
could see onlv his back but her heart 
began to beat wildly. It’s someone else, 
she told ners¢ lf, someone ¢ Ise wilh black 
hair and broad shoulders like Mike’s, 

But he turned as she came up the 
steps and she stopped and stood looking 
at him, thinking This is how it feels to 
come home. 

Then he took a step toward her. He 
had a picture in his hand and he held it 
out to her, speaking as if they had just 


seen each other the day before. 


“TI just wanted to show you this.” 

Wordlessly she looked, and felt a 
moment’s bitterness beat down her 
elation. It was a photograph—of a ship. 
Not big like the Caretta, but trim, with 
a single low smokestack. Of course, she 
thought. A ship 

And then she saw the small letters on 
the prow. Elaine... 

She looked up. “‘Not—a yacht?” 

He grinned. “Not exactly. A 
schooner ... for inter-island trading, 
All through the West Indies. There’s 
.”’ He broke off, and 
then his words came tumbling out. “‘Oh, 
I'll tell you about that later. But listen, 


good money 


darling—there’s room for a wife. Kids, 
too—only I guess we'll be settled down 
by then. Whe n we re re ady we could go 
through the Canal and up the coast to 
B. C.—”’ He stopped and grinned rue- 
fully, running his hand through his hair, 


e I he re 


shouldn’t have tried that, in Vera- 


” 


I go—rushing you again. [ 


cruz 

For a moment she couldn’t speak. It 
You can’t 
have everything. Not Mike and a home 
and the wid world too, You have to 


, 
can’t be true, she thought. 


But there it was 

He was looking down at her, and some 
ol the eager sureness had left him. “* Well 
And we’ll be waiting~ 


choose, 


there she Is, 
the Elaine and | 
He paused. 


iwiully sure, 


in case you want us.” 
“Only if you come, be 
It'll be for keeps.” 
“Yes,” she said softly, and took the 
picture and laid it on the table, so that 
his arms were free. “It'll be for keeps.” @ 





Easy-to-fix trimmings to set off the rosy 
richness of your Swift’s Premium Ham: 
The day before, make individual salads of 
lime gelatine; substitute lemon juice for part 
of the water; add finely shredded cabbage, 
carrot, and unpeeled chopped apple. To 
make the most of that matchless Swift’s 


Premium flavor, follow the easy cooking 


directions on the tage that comes with every 
ham. Glaze with apricot jam. At serving 
time, top each salad with a tulip cut from 
orange peel. Garnish the ham with larger 
tulips; cut stems and leaves from cucumber 
peel . . . then serve it proudly, confidently. 
For its beauty is more than skin deep! The 
unvarying quality of Swift’s Premium Ham 
— famous for over fifty Easters — has made 
it Canada’s traditional favorite . . . by far 
the best-liked ham of all 


QUALITY 
FOOD 
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FLOORS are your first step in 
planning more livable, luxurious 
home settings ... for here is the color 


foundation for each room. 


Choose your rug or carpet first. And 
for long-lasting loveliness, plan 
color schemes around the glorious 


new color-rich HARDING CARPETS, 
Keep looking for the “HARDING” 


Label at your favorite furnishings 
store. There is a wealth of tradition 
and skill behind this, one of the 
great names in the Canadian 


carpet industry. 


WOVEN BY 


, A 


Lima 


cs 


ANT VU ZT! 


PETROS Dit me) se ee Z| 


HARDING CARPETS LIMITED — BRANTFORD CANADA 


Pity the Girl Who Takes Dope 


Continued from page 27 


knew they were playing with dynamite. 

Now and again one of the addicts 
would shout, “Hi beautiful, why not 
score a pleasure jolt and get yourself 
floating. You'll love it.” 

Anna didn’t think so, but she was 
beginning to drink quite a bit and her 
sleep became fitful. “I knew I was 
crazy,” she told me. “ But I just couldn’t 
sleep days. I had nothing to do, so one 
day I borrowed a spike and a bird’s-eye 
and tried for a thrill.” 

A spike is a hollow hypodermic needle 
and a bird’s-eye is a half shot of junk 
which, in terms of pharmacy, is one- 
twelfth of a grain of morphine or heroin 
mixed with This 
could be chalk, tooth powder, aspirin, 


some adulterant. 
white lead, sugar or some other whitish 
substance. 

The spike or needle is not the type of 
hypodermic legitimately used by doctors 
but a homemade arrangement that costs 
about a tenth as much. This ts a needle 
fitted into the end of an eye dropper. To 
get the dope in useful form the victim 
must first melt her pill, or deck. Gener- 
ally she places it on a spoon and heats it 
with a match or cigarette lighter in the 
privacy of a toilet. If she’s at home she 
uses a candle. The liquid is then sucked 
into the eye droppe r, the needle is 
twisted into a vein, and she bulbs herself 
the so thing shot. 

Anna was shown the technique with 
the bird’s-eye and in a matter of seconds 
she seemed to drift off into a world of 
haze of 


enchantment; a romantic 


languor and tranquillity. 


“Hey, look folks . 


. give a look at those flashing 


. . Anne’s on the 
mojo... 
eves ... and will you hear that babe 
chatter!” 
Anna didn’t 
talking a blue streak; talking brilliantly, 
keeping the conversational ball bouncing 


know it but she was 


with ease and charm, and somehow 


feeling relaxed at a time of great 
animation. 

Getting on with her story she told me 
that nothing really followed by way of 
reaction. She felt good for three or four 
hours and there was no appreciable 
after-effect. In fact that night in the 
war plant seemed to pass quickly and 
happily. 

It was several days before Anna tried 
another “bindle” and this time it was 
not a bird’s-eye but a shot .. . one 
sixth of a grain. The effect was more 
numbing and more lasting, but that 
night, in the plant, Anna had to keep 
hurrving to the washroom. Urination 
was frequent, she sneezed a good deal 
This 


dehydration is a usual symptom when 


and was constantly perspiring. 


the drug is wearing off. 

When she was through for the night 
Anna took a good stiff drink and brought 
it up almost instantly because drugs and 
alcohol always quarrel. Shakily she 
went to bed and couldn’t sleep, so about 
midday, she phoned a friend to see 
where she could locate a deck of the 
junk, 

The friend seemed amused and told 
Anna of a certain armchair lunch wher: 
she was to go and order toast and coffee. 
A “gowger” would soon be there with 
“the rations.” He’d speak to her as 
“Honey Chile.” 


The gowger was a slim fi rret-eyed 


character with deft hands. He seemed 
to know all about Anna and produced 
from his mouth a rubber sheath con- 
taining about 150 capsules. At that 
time in 1940 that mouth 
bigger than a double stick of chewing 


bulge, no 


gum, was worth $450. 

Anna hastily handed out a five and a 
one-dollar bill, seized three caps and 
sped homeward. There panic struck 
because she had no needle or bulb. Now 
she was really perspiring, yet at the same 
time she was cold. Oh, well, there was a 
Making no effort to 
haste Anna 


drugstore nearby. 
disguise her tremors or 
hurried in to buy an eye dropper and a 
needle. The clerk silently produced the 
goods and as Anna was hurrying away 
shouted, “Hey, miss; watch the 
bubbles.” 

seemed 
drenched with perspiration. This was 
the end. Never again. Never! She'd 


take one of these shots, straighten her- 


Anna_ hurried on. She 


self up and swear off for good, 


With fumbling hands she melted the 
fix and set it on the table. Then sh« 
knocked off the end of the eye droppet. 
The whole thing seemed horribly and 
incredibly slow and now she had the 
problem of fitting the needle into the 
bit of glass that was the dropper. Cotton 
would do it. Cotton batting would hold 
it. No, no, that would absorb some of 
Tape, then. Fasten 
Yes, it worked. 
Now with trembling hands she sucks up 


her needed drug. 
the needle in with tape. 


the moisture. This watery liquid ts in 
the eye dropper so Anna plunges the 
needle into her flesh and 
Some of the liquid trickles 
out of the needle and runs down the 


resisting 


squeezes. 


punctured arm, 

She’s lost that dribble and it takes 
no time for Anna to realize that she 
twistingly, ease that 


must gently, 


needle into a vein. . . not just plunge 
it into the flesh. 

But even with the small amount she 
has absorbed the panic passes; there 
comes peace, then a slow realization 


of well-being, a new clarity of mind. 

But what did that drug clerk mean? 
What did he mean by that warning 
about bubbles? Was he wise to the fact 
that she was about to take a shot in the 
arm? Surely not! She'd only done it 
twice before. Shucks, this was just 
experience. 

It was six or seven shots later—about 
one week in those days—before someone 
tipped Anna to the fact that she might 
be putting bubbles in her arm. And 
those bubbles, racing along in the blood- 
stream, could clog the heart and cause 
it to stop instantly. The hilarious hop- 
heads said it was an easy and painless 
death. 


collapse 


If she didn’t want a sudden 
she’d have to change her 
technique. 

Within two months Anna was a con- 
firmed addict using six cards or 
decks a day. Stx at three dollars each 
was $18 a day. No time off for Saturday 
or Sunday. That meant $126 a week and 
Anna was now earning but $41.80. Out 
of that she had to pay board and she 
had to clothe herself, 

The way out was by boosting (steal- 
ing) or hustling (prostitution), Anna 
chose the latter, She'd never figured on 
prostitution as work, but all she could 
wangle was five dollars a visit and that 
meant five customers a night just t 


keep herself going. It was work. Hard 


work. 











The shots in the arm were increasing, 
By the end of 1941 Anna was using 12 a 
day... two grains... $36. She 
= knew she was sunk, but she dared not 
Sstop. Even before half the power ran 
Bout of the decks she began to feel cold 
Hand damp. She never seemed to be 
swarm. 

Soon a man moved into this picture 
© and took command. He told Anna there 
© was nothing for her to worry about. He 
Benshrined her in a swank apartment 
a with one other girl and he arranged for 
Ball the visitors. Many of them left $25 
behind and some paid $50. Anna 
Sscldom went out. Her shots were 
brought to her in dozen lots and one 
day she took 20. 
Me single day. Oh, well, business is good. 
Tomorrow I'll break the chains and be 


Twenty shots in a 








free. 

But a little later business was not good 
because Anna had become terribly thin. 
She was still neat and well groomed. 
ms She was poised at most times, but her 
bov friends began to stay away and 
there seems to be a mental lapse in 
Anna’s mind until a midsummer day in 
1943. Two years seemed to disappear 
in her life. 

On that day in 43 Anna was sweating 
it out. The junk was gone; the principal 
boy friend hadn’t been near the place for 
&® davs. In fact nobody had. Anna hastily 
picked up her hat and gloves and called a 
cab. No cab came. Personal panic was 


aoe 


resets 





& mounting. Anna was on no sleigh ride 
now. She got on a streetcar and headed 
south. All poise was gone; the period 
of dehydration was at hand. She 
sneezed and her eves watered. She had 
to get off the tram and seek a lavatory. 
It was worse than she thought. She was 
weak with diarrhea. When 
& enough to leave, her legs would barely 
carry her along and then, mercifully and 


eased 


& miraculously, she spotted a peddler she 
knew. Diagnosing Anna’s condition he 
; asked no questions but quickly folded 
™ her ten-spot into his hand and gave her 
i four capsules. 


“Y’ owe me a deuce, baby, but | 
haven’t seen you for a spell . . . it’s on 


‘ 
d 


me.” 

The peddler might have had more to 
say but with sudden horror he chilled in 
WE his tracks, then gulped hard. A plain- 
@ clothesman from the morality office 
seized Anna while two grabbed the 
©& peddler by the back of his neck and bent 
OH his head toward the sidewalk. “Cough 
ie it up, baby . . . you've had it.” 

: Anna will never forget that shake- 
down. Not just a figure of speech but a 
@ violent shaking to bring up the evidence. 
a It didn’t come easily so the cop forced a 
8 pencil into the peddler’s mouth until he 
regurgitated the rubber sheath with its 








filling of capsules, 

During the hours of waiting before 

bail was produced Anna was an ill, 
S quivering creature. She never saw her 
®@ line apartment or any of its contents 
B again, but she was kept tolerably happy 
Bon the junk until her trial. Then she 
drew the minimum term: six months in 
Sethe reformatory. There Anna was 
W shocked to find no treatment of tapering 
off beyond a few sleeping pills. She had 
to moan and suffer. 

Anna was relieved to find that so- 
Bcalled hopheads were not segregated 
from other prisoners and after a week she 
= might have been satisfied to forget all 
PP about drugs and the specialized lingo 
of the trade except for the others. There 











were at least a dozen women there whom 
Anna recognized as sister hustlers, or 
addicts, or both, and some seemed to 
count the minutes until they’d be out 
again, 

Anna soon found herself the possessor 
of an enormous appetite and during her 
first 50 days she put on 20 pounds in 
weight. She slept well and suffered no 
serious after-effects beyond that first 
awful week of dehydration. 

It’s therefore sad to drop Anna’s 
human story and pick it up from police 
documents. 

Here’s her dossier: 

May, 1943. Illegal possession of drugs 

6 months. 

December, 1943. Illegal possession of 

drugs—6 months. 

July, 1944. Found in bawdv house— 

60 days. 

November, 1944. Found in 

house 


bawdy 

30 days (so she’d be out 
by Christmas). 

April, 1945. Vagrancy—$10 or 10 
days. Couldn’t pay ... served 


8 days. 
April, 1946. Illegal possession of 
drugs—6 months. 


June, 1947. 


possession 


Found in, and illegal 

24 months. 

When I talked with Anna she was a 
good-looking girl; few grey hairs, good 
complexion, firm well-formed figure, 
clear eyes. She swears that never again 
will she put a shot in her arm. But the 
doctor says she’s in a squirrel cage. She'll 
be back in jail as sure as these are words 
on paper. 


NO SUCH files are available on the 
average or noncriminal drug user. 

Many of these protect their damaging 
secret for months or years and some are 
never exposed. If there is enough money 
the less fortunate wind up in mental or 
rest homes, but many thousands live 
seemingly normal lives without molesta- 
tion. Artists, musicians, actors and 
others who travel from city to city sel- 
dom have trouble finding a source of 
supply in the next town and, while it 
will grieve the intolerant to be told 
this, such users are not necessarily 
physical wrecks or moral derelicts, 
Rather, like Sherlock Holmes, some are 
brilliant people. 

Here, for example, ts an essay from a 
drug user which you must admit is well 
written. I’d been asking a group of 
female prisoners—each one separately— 
how she personally had got started on 
dope. Of the 14 to whom I put the 
question, not one blamed it on somebody 
else. 

One girl, a chunky lass with an 
abundance of chestnut tresses, consid- 
ered the question a full two minutes 
which made me feel that she didn’t care 
to answer at all. 

Then, without further 
without so much as a half second’s 
delay, she turned to a typewriter and 
whipped out the following. It was done 
in faultless typing in a matter of seconds. 

‘Drug addiction begins in many ways 
and affects almost every stratum of 
society, but it’s only the impecunious 
who suffer at the hands of the police. 
Those Canadians who are financially 
secure can, and do, indulge their craving 
with little fear of detection, let alone 
molestation from the law. Addiction 
also occurs among doctors, nurses and 


hesitatic mn, 


other professional people to an extent 
& Continued on page 79 
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So new it leaves you breathless! 


Oe 


can powder, lipstick rouge! 











Woodley 












Never... ever...such adventure-in-color! 
In all your life, no powder did so much for you! Fiesta 


lives, breathes, pulses with excitement. It wakens 








your skin to a glow with spirits-of-roses! 


Add the Woodbury plus of lasting 










cling . . . color-freshness. 







Fiesta was born 


with both! 




































































YOUR MATCHING MAKE-UP — 
FIESTA LIPSTICK AND ROUGE! 


Rich true red on your lips! Fresh, 
rosy glow for your cheeks! Wear 
Fiesta Lipstick and Rouge with 
Fiesta Film-Finish Powder. All three 
styled by Hollywood experts 

for perfect color-harmony. 


ele 
ie 
a 


Woodbury Film-Finish Powder in Fiesta, 
eight other exciting shades, 49c, 29c, 16c. 
(Made in Canada) 


Woodbu ry fs Lowder 
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->- AS AN EASTER BONNET 
AND WHAT A TREAT TO EAT 


MAPLE LEAF 


Jewoerswez] 


HAM 


Here’s an eye-catching ensemble 
for Easter festivities! Maple Leaf 


Ham — tender, sweet - 


flavour to remember! 
garnished with 


Easter 


a real treat to eat! 


HOW TO DO IT: 


ey a 


with a 


“Dressed” ina sleek glaze, 
“bonnets”, Maple Leaf 
PENDERSWEET” Ham is a real feast for the eyes— 


Hat crown and brim are made from lime jelly (use two tiny separate 


moulds). Cheese flowers 


cloves make the centres. 


jelly are 


formed 


with a pastry tube 


Parsley feathers add the finishing 


touch to these “bonnets”—a gay and tasty addition to a 


buffet Easter “parade”. 


“9%” WRITE ME A LETTER— 
i «IT MAY WIN $100.00 


Ilow do you glaze, or decorate your Maple Leaf 
*TENDERSWEET™” Ham? Write and tell me—best 
idea wins $100.00—and evervone who writes gets 
a voucher good for Ya lb. Maple Leaf side bacon 
or 1 tin of KLIK. Be sure to read my column in 
this magazine for full details before writing: 
YOUR 


eeeeaoane Genes) y > 


CANADA 


PACKER 'S 


THREE KINDS 
TO CHOOSE 
FROM: 


1. Boneless 

for ham 
steaks 
2. Inthe YELLOW and RED wrap- 
per is *“ TENDERSWEE!”’ cooked ready- 
to-eat Ham. 
3. In the YELLOW and BLUE wrap- 
per is “‘ TENDERSWEET’”’ partly-couvked 


LIMITED 


Auction Sale 


Continued /rom page >! 


was tall and dark with a sheaf of papers 


!a mustache and a kind of important 


look. The 


othe) 


one was plump and 


Ire ndly, ina lig 
a pink face and a frill of white hair 


They 


looked pleasant and smiling, standing 


ht-colored fawn suit and 


edging his pink bald head. both 


there looking over the crowd very 
carefully. 

The man in the front seat, the dealer, 
was watching them too. Daisy couldn’t 
help noticing him. As soon as the other 
two came out on the stage he had looked 
kind of way. 
pretending to be 
looking 
and after a little the 
Both their faces 
changed at once and for half 
they looked exactly alike. And then they 


both changed back to themselves, back 


up at 
Q, 


them in a funny 


and yet 


friendly. He 


up, 


ipbborn, 


\ 
just sat there, 


not moving; 
' 
other two men saw him 


a S¢ cond 


to pleasant and easy again. The plump 


one even twitched his m« 

of smile. He bowed towar 

hunching there, and said i: 

soft voice “Ah... Mr. Markle. 
you?” And 

Daisy 


after 


are then he turned 
moved 
She 


a second. 
over to 

“ J 
What does 


a a iler do 


le anc d 
Louise. 
that 
people don’t like 
she said. 
Louise looked at 
; “Heaver 
said. ““W tare 
you so excited about, In 


Daisy? You 


xcited casicr 


get 
than 


' h 
anybody I| ever saw. That 


What rr 
“You 
Daisy 


one, 


dealer 


know,” 
said. ‘That 
What is he 
going to do, Louise?” 

“Well, a dealer is 
a shark,” 
said, in her sensible 
“He tries to 


get things for noth- 


You sit 
We've 
And 
Loutse I know 

¢ } 
way. And full 


He wants to 
for 


Ing. 
pick 
nothwg. 
But isn’t 
| 


time to puzzle that out. 


(I'd not 


things up 
the re W 
Daisy put it 
away to puzzle out at home. The dealer 
very nice She 


didn’t look like a man. 


didn’t like him herself. 


THE LITTLE plump man, it turned 
out, was the auctioneer. He and the 
other man came down the steps and 
across to a kind of pulpit thing on a 
stand right in front of Daisy and Louise, 
and the plump man climbed up on the 
stand and sat down in the chair behind 
the 
lying there. 
He held it in his hand while he 
talked down to the tall man standing 
him. They were both 


little. Worried. Nobody 


could hear what they said except Daisy 


pulpit. He picked up something 


It was the knob of a dresser 


drawe r. 


ther beside 


frowning a 


there was nobody in 
And 


was going 


and Louise, because 

, 
wasn t 
m. She 


( 
reading 


the front row. Louise 


ited about what 


was sensible. She was her 
catalogue. 

“He isn’t here,” the tall man muttered, 
He had w way of talking. 


“He'll come,” the 


1 slo 


said, 


auctioneer 


Her house 


' 14! » 
\ (; sent? 


>? By MONA GOULD 


* 


She likes flowers 
a stiff trim row 
I like daisies 


bend 


flocks of | 


puppies . 


she’s worthy 


of 


I'm fly-by-night 


change places!) 


is 80 


He was sure about it. “He'll com 
He’ll be here.” 

“TI don’t like it,” the tall man sai 
“He should have let me bid it in 
him. He told me to 
ahead if he didn’t get here.” 

“Mmm,” the auctioneer said. 


“The Anythi 


ht have happe ned, Le shouldn’t 


should have 


train might be late. 


: \ ’ 
r chances. If he doesn’t come 


rasong.” 

At that, both of them looked togeth 
at the dealer, At Mr. Markle, 
| front 
As if he knew they were talki 


sitting 


the end of the row not watel 


them. 


about bim, Dut 


“Mmm,” the 


Hi moved 


not watching them. 
\uctioneer said agai 
shoulders. He pulled h 
eyebrows together. He was thinking. 
“It’s eight o'clock.” 
The auct 


ionecer moved, His eyes had 


g over the crowd again. H 


Like 


someone else here to 


been dart 
His Voice 
Louise’s. “He sent 


tin,” he said. “*That’s it. Of course. 


turned. was positive. 


. : ” 
got someone else here. 

“Well, I don’t see why. It isn’t 
He doesn’t 


All he 


| would have 


as if 


1apout the money. 
up on him. 

of it. 
ng could keep 
Do 


body he 


be sure 
him away. 
you see some- 
might've 


’ 
auctioncer s 


The 


eves went all over 


the crowd again, 


slow and carefully. 
Daisy was watching 
him. She was all 
wrapped up in what 
was happening. She 
wanted to get up 
there beside him 
look, 
though ft course 
she hadn’t the 
faintest idea who to 
look for. I inally, he 
back to the 
He looked up 
and down the rows 
His 
eyes came to Daisy’s 
face. He looked 
straight at her. 


W he n he 


was 


and blow, 


‘ | ’ £ 2 
and too, al 


neat 
transfixed 
»oks 


came 
mixed, 


front. 


at each tace. 


graces. 


saw how 
watching 
looked at 
Daisy 
rself blushing. Then, suddenly 
at her. He 
fatherly kind of 
looked like a very nice man, 
with his jolly pink face and the frill of 
white Without thinking about it 
at all, Daisy felt herself smiling back. 


she 
him he 
her in a startled kind of way. 
felt he 
the auctioneer smiled down 


had a very pleasan 


smile. He 
hair. 


“Daisy!” Louise said sharply. 
“Oh,” Daisy said, and got very pink. 
She looked at 


Louise apol xe tically. 


stopped smiling and 
“What are you smiling at him for?” 
You mustn’t 
You'll get 
yourself into trouble some day, smiling 
back at like that. They can’t 
help smiling at you. You look like a 
littl holding out her hand for 
an apple. They can’t help it. But you 
smile back. You'll get yoursel! 


Louise wanted to know. “ 


smile at strangers like that. 
peopl 
girl 


mustn’t 
into trouble some day.” 
thinking,” Daisy 
She opened her catalogue 
felt silly. 
his 


“TI wasn’t 
“IT know.” 
and fixed her eyes on it. She 


The 


said. 


auctioneer was tapping on 


# Continued on page 70 





“But I Don’t Spend a Fortune on Clothes! 
Haven't You Heard of the SINGER SEWING CENTER?” 


‘| MADE this dress myself! And it cost me less than 
half what I'd pay if I bought it in a store. 


“Clever? Nonsense! 


done a thing except let down hems and put on buttons. 


“But those SINGER experts make every step so clear 


® Allthe trimmings from rick-rack to lace are 
available mght at your SINGER SEWING 
CENTER. Come browse — pick up bright 


ideas on how to pe rk up your sewing! 


Anyone can learn to sew at the 
SINGER SEWING CENTER. Before J started, I’d never 


@ Handy reference guide for home sewing. 
Everything from how to fit patterns to how 
to finish pockets. 52 pages, 25¢ Also at 
SINGER: best selection « tions in town! 


FOR YOUR PROTECTION! 


you can’t miss. The course of 8 lessons is only $10. 


“SINGER is a dream about doing tricky finishing. They'll 
put in buttonholes, cover buttons and belts for you. 

“Would I mind if you made a dress like mine in red 
jersey? I’d be flattered! Don’t forget to enroll for your 


, 
SINGER Lessons tomorrow!’ 


@ It's smooth pressing with a SINGER Flec- 
tric Iron! Left: Perfectly balanced “home” 
model. Right: Folding iron for fine pieces 
and travel. Both with fabric dial, 


SINGER sells its sewing machines and 
other products only through SINGER 
SEWING CENTERS, identified by the 
Red “S” on the window, and never 


through department stores or other 


outlets. 
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@ You'll be sewing like a professional after 
a few SINGER Lessons. You make a dress as 
you learn. Skilled instructors show you the 
right way, the easy way to do every step. 


® Buttons add beauty! SINGER will cover 
them in yourown material. Make matching 
belts, putin buttonholes. Do picoting, hem- 
stitching. All so quickly, so inexpensively. 


e@ Handsome sewing cabinet that doubles as 
a night stand or end table. Three roomy 
drawers to hold all the notions you could 
need. Available in satiny walnut finish, 


Be sure to check the address of your local 
SINGER SEWING CENTER in your phone book 
SINGER SEWING MACHINE COMPANY. 


Here’s the SINGER SEWING ¢ R 
at 276 Ouellette Avenue, Windsor, 


Select your SINGER* now! Wide choice of Ontario. Hundreds more from coast 


§ There’ > ne t 
smooth-stitching beauties. Model above is to coast. There’s one near you! 


the Featherweight Portable—an 11-pound Registered Trade Mark by 
wonder that does all the work of a full- THE SINGER MANUFAC 
size machine! 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 


TURING COMPANY 
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CI CHhird Yimension Beauty.. 
Cij Sill - fe ome Seubfolure S 


ROSE POINT. .. the bridal veil of queens . . . reveals in gossamer 
lacework the full-formed beauty of a rose. This artistic achievement 
of a fully-sculptured flower is captured forever in ROSE POINT silver 
by Wallace .. . the only sterling with “Third Dimension Beauty.” 
Also available is STRADIVARI, another design with the “Third Dimen- 


sion Beauty” exclusively Wallace. Both patterns are made in Canada. 
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Wallace Silversmiths, Toronto, Canada ‘ i j 
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ET the Lion roar a few more times 

if he wants to; winter is on its way 

out this month. And good rid- 

dance. There’s no dampening my 

spirits (only my feet), come the 
first signs of the spring break-up. 


Any luck, girls, with 1948? 
good all the Leap Years in my life have 
ever done me! 


Company coming? Reach for a 
package of gingerbread mix; bake in a 
ring mold; turn out; cool a bit; fill with 
drained canned peach or pear halves. 
Snow under with drifts of whipped 
cream, sweetened, flavored. No com- 
pany coming? Ditto. e« 


Milly and I have an understanding 
(that’s Milly, who “does” for me). I 
pay her to do what I want done in the 
way I want it, and she does it if she 
ha ppens to approve. 


Spare a slice of fresh bread for the 
brown sugar canister. Then maybe the 
blessed stuff will stay soft—the sugar I 
mean. ‘Change bread now and again. 
Container should have a tight-fitting lid; 
you know that. 


Tried adding finely chopped tart 
apples to pancake batter? 


Hot biscuits, good butter, fresh 
maple syrup. If anyone tells me of a 
better dessert I won't believe them. 
(Never mind the grammar!) 


No complaints from this quarter if 
you make it maple syrup and hot bran 
muflins or fresh homemade bread. 


Prettier sound than the song of a 
March robin is the caw-caw-caw of 
Mr. Crow. You don’t think so? Not so 
musical, I] grant you, but a surer herald 
of spring. Think how easy a few mild 
days can fool a robin and how hard it is 
to fool a crow about anything. 


Tip from Colorado: Mary, one of 
Denver's good cooks, makes a specialty 
of individual Baked Alaskas. She uses 
fair-sized ramekins, lines them with 
sponge or angel cake, fills with ice cream 
and blankets completely with a thick 
layer of meringue. Bakes them in a 
hottish oven, 90 seconds by the clock, 
and invariably makes a hit at dinner or 
dessert parties. 


I’ve met one Spaniard who doesn’t 
like bull fights, doesn’t approve of ‘em 


and won't go look see. But if I were a 


Pile of 
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bull in Mexico I wouldn’t take much 
comfort from that. No siree; I’d still be 
pretty nervous. In fact, powerful 
scared. 


When I think of spring, | think of a 
stand of maples with buckets hung on 
the sunny side and sweet sap drip- 
dripping into them. I smell the woodsy 
fragrance of the sugar bush, hear the 
sizzle of syrup in big iron pots and the 
crackle of the fire under them. 
discouraged 


l sec 
round about 
fight a losing battle with the midday 
sun and I know it won’t be long now till 
the drabness of fields and trees and 
roadsides will give way to the glamour 
of green, 


snowpiles 


Orange slices and onion rings— 
mighty nice salad. French dressing’s the 
ticket: 2/3 salad oil, 1/3 vinegar. Add 
a little salt, a nip of sugar, dash of 
pepper, pinch of mustard, sprinkle of 
paprika. 


Supper quickie: Mix a can of mush- 
room soup with a very little milk or 
water; add one cupful of neatly diced 
left-over or canned chicken. Heat and 
serve on waffles, split hot biscuits or 
fresh toast points. 


So you don’t like Brussels sprouts? 
Maybe vou clean them too little and 
cook them too long. Could be. 


Slipper for Cinderella: Cut day-old 
bread finger shape, finger size. Spread 
with lightly beaten egg, mixed with onc 
or two tablespoonfuls of cooled melted 
butter. Roll in grated cheese; toast to 
golden brown complexion. Good with 
fruit cups, salads, cream soups, tea. 


Top o’ the mornin, m’ colleens! 
Faith an’ it’s meself that’s wearin’ a 
shamrock the day. 


Green Pastures: Peas or string 
beans or green limas heated with a 
little French dressing, sprinkled with 
finely minced onion for serving; spinach 
presscd and molded in. custard cups, 
turned out and topped with egg slices 
or pimento strips; cored apple halves 
simmered in tinted, mint-flavored syrup 
to serve with lamb; leafy mixtures in the 
salad bow}; lime jelly in shimmering 
mounds; ice cream, pistachio flavored 
and colored accordingly. 


Want a super Coffee Cake? Then 
here’s one—just as I got it from a hos- 
tess whose teatime table is something to 
remember. Begin by scalding a pint of 
milk; cool to lukewarm. Add % cupful 


of sugar, half teaspoonful of salt, an egg 
beaten, one compressed yeast cake 
dissolved in a little of the warm—not 
hot—liquid. Next, a blob of butter, the 
size of a large egg, a cupful of raisins, 
more or less, 44 cupful of currants 
ditto—-and enough flour to make a soft 
dough. Mix thoroughly, cover and give 
it around two hours to rise. Shape into 
loaves (maybe you'll need a spot more 
flour, maybe not). Let rise again. Bake 
25 minutes in a moderate oven, then 
cover with a mixture of 1 cupful of 
brown sugar, 4 cupful of butter, 2 
tablespoonfuls of flour, 4 teaspoonful 
of cinnamon. Bake 15 minutes longer. 
Serve warm with butter for tea, for 
brunch, for dessert. This is it, Isabelle, 
the recipe you've been wanting. Up and 
at it! 


Go lightly with your rolling pin. 
Shape pie dough in neat rounds for a 
minimum of handling; you’re not out to 
sculpture the map of Ireland. 


When Kenny, age five, first visited 
a market, the wonder of wonders was a 
carcass of beef. Or as he called it, ‘‘a 
peeled cow—hanging upside down.” 


Let some folks get hold of the merest 
rumor and it swells like a trout stream 
when the spring rains set in. 


Follow-up for fish: Make lemon 
pie filling. When cool, fold in beaten 
egg whites, turn into serving bowl or 
sherbets and chill real chilly. Special 
for Frances, with love and kisses. 


Clever people, those Latin Ameri- 


cans; they can all speak Spanish. 


No, no, Jeanette, I can’t promise 
that an Orange Shortcake will lead to 
orange blossoms, but I think it might 
help. 


Burning question: Whether to dig 
up most of the flowerbeds and fight 
the H. C. of L. with a vegetable garden; 
whether to open the last jar of peaches or 
have blancmange again; whether to 
throw out that year-old bottle of cough 
medicine and wear your rubbers just a 
little longer; whether you'll ever be able 
to recognize vour tomatoes from the 


illustration in the seed catalogue; 


/ 
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whether, whatever the weather, to finish 
housecleaning this month (for the sake 
of making your neighbors green-eyed 
with envy). 


See here, Mr. Abbott. For 150 
quetzals (smackers to you) I can wrap 
myself in a serape, sling a hammock 
between two breadfruit trees, reach out 
for a banana, haggle for a few tortillas, 
cook myself a mess of frijoles and set in 
the Guatemalan sun. And if you don’t 
do something about the weather next 
winter, I will. 


Hot rolls are good. Hot rolls with 
cinnamon topping are better. Hot rolls 
sprinkled with sesame seeds—before 
baking-——are best ever. Maybe you 
won’t find sesame seeds, but remember 
this when you can. 


Viscount Wavell said it: ““One word 
of command from me is obeyed by 
millions ... but I cannot get my 
three daughters—Pamela, Felicity and 
Joan—to come down to breakfast on 
time.” Just goes to show; no man is a 
Brass Hat to his family. 


Chocolate Volcanoes: Bake choco- 
late cupcakes; slice off tops; scoop out 
centres; fill with ice cream. Serve with 
hot chocolate sauce. (Save crumbs. 
Nice with individual custards. Spread 
on bottom of cups; pour liquid over.) 


Dishes of fishes, really delicious. 
(Poetry!) Try this one: Cover the 
bottom of a casserole with layers of 
thinly sliced, cooked potatoes, then on 
this bed down two pounds of cooked 
cod or haddock cut into nice-sized pieces 
for serving. Make a sauce of three 
tablespoonfuls of butter, three table- 
spoonfuls of flour, 14% cupfuls of milk; 
add the juice of half a lemon and half a 
cupful of sour cream. Pour over the fish 
and scatter with grated cheese. Bake 
about 10 minutes in a slow-to-moderate 
oven. 


If you’d like a good custard to be 
even better, pour the sweetened, fla- 
vored egg-milk mixture over halved 
marshmallows and 
Bake. 

Adios, mis amigas, meet you next 
month. I hope. I hope. # 


grated coconut. 
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“Are you sure you baven’t been married before?” 
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pulpit with the drawer knob. After a 
minute Daisy looked up. But he wasn’t 
looking at her any more. He had a kind 
of satisfied expression on his face, as if 
he wasn’t worrying about what had been 
bothering him, the man who didn’t 
come. The tall man wasn’t frowning 
any more, either. 
And the sale was beginning. 


“NOW, LADIES and gentlemen,” the 
“With your 
permission I will suggest that we open 


auctioneer was saving. 
this sale.” He had such an easy voice. 
“This is Tuesday evening, ladies and 
gentlemen, Tuesday evening’s Session, 
and as you have seen by your catalogue, 
tonight we have nothing but books to 


dispose of. Only books, but as nice a 


, 


lot as I’ve had the privilege of...’ 
“Books!” she said, 
not believing him. “Books!” She ran 
her finger up from the place where she 


Louise gasped. 


was holding down her glass and turned 
the page over. She stared at what she 
saw. ““Monday night,” she said dis- 
gustedly. “My glass was Monday night. 
Last night. It’s sold. Isn’t that sicken- 
ing! Isn’t that simply sickening!” 

**... this last 10 years,” the auctioneer 
was going on. “Some choice things that 
you'll never see at any sale again, ladics 
and gentlemen. I’ve got no reserves on 
any of them, and all I ask is that you'll 
give me a fair price. Now... what have 
we first?” 

One of the men in a short white coat 
brought out an armful of books tied 
together, and put them down on the 
table in the middle 
of the stage. The 
light shone down on 
them. 

““A whole evening 
wasted,” Louise was 
saying crossly. “I 
wanted that glass. 
Now it’s gone. | 
suppose somebody 
picked it up for 
just nothing. A 
hundred and nine 
picces, and | might 
just as well have 
had it as anybody. 
Isn’t that sickening! 
I’m sure I could have got it for just 
nothing. It was a broken set. You can 
pick up broken sets for almost nothing.” 

“Books look very nice in a room 
Louise,” Daisy said. “They make it 
look C heer ful.” 


“. . . 23 volumes. 


Twenty-three 
volumes, assorted, of good reading, good 
classical reading, ladies and gentlemen. 
What am I offered? A dollar? Only a 
dollar, for 23 volumes of good interesting 
reading? Only a dollar? The quarter? 
the quarter. And the half? the half?” 


“Well,” Louise said, brightening up, 


“that’s cheap enough.” She squinted 
her eyes. “‘Can you read that title on 
the end?” Daisy squinted too. ‘ Wars,” 


she said dubiously, after a minute. 


“It’s something about wars, Louise.” 

“T don’t want anything about wars,” 
Louise said. “Although those are going 
cheap. They look pretty new, too, 
Maybe...” 


BUT SOMEBODY had bought them. 
It was a woman, too, across the aisle. 
All she had done was to put up a finger 
when the auctioneer came to two dollars, 
and he looked down at her and went on 
singsonging “and a quarter, two dollars 


BRIGANDAGE 


By STEPHEN MALLORY 
* minute Daisy held 


A highwayman would settle for 


Your money or your life, 


The day he takes a wife. 


and a quarter”... and then, after a 


second, “Sold, to the lady on the right.” 
And then he muttered to the tall man 
* Just get me her name, will you?” 

Biddng was as easy as anything. If 
there was anything you wanted to buy, 
the bidding part was nothing. 

““Tt’s a funny-looking list,” Louise was 
saving, reading down the catalogue. “I 
never heard of books like this. Incuna- 
bula: Ovidiis Metamorphosis. What in 
the world would a book like that be 
about? The Last Letter of Mary Queen 
of Scots. Well, that might be all right, 
but you wouldn’t think it would be very 
long. A whole book about one letter.” 

“It would be history,” Daisy thought. 
“Wouldn’t it? | wish Pat had come, 
Louise. He likes books about history. 
He brought home a whole armful from 
the library tonight. I wish he had come, 
Maybe he would want to buy some. It 
would be fun if he did. Buying isn’t 
hard, is it, Louise?” 

“Well, there’s nothing to stop you 
buving some for him,” Louise said. 
“They're going cheap enough.” 

Daisy took a long breath. “I wouldn’t 
know what to buy. I xcept books about 
would like almost 
anything if it was history. He might 
have liked those wars. I didn’t think. I 
could have bought them, couldn’t 1? 
Wasn’t that silly.” 

“Sh,” Louise said, leaning forward. “I 
think I might pick up this lot. Robert 
W. Chambers. He’s a big author. That’s 
a whole set of his. It must be the 
whole set. 1 think I'll bid it in.” 

She put her hand 
up when the auc- 
tioncer was saying 
two-fifty, two-fifty, 
two-fifty, over and 
and for a 


| uc ss he 


history. 


over; 


her breath because 
she expected the 
auctioneer to look 
at Louise and say 
“Sold, to Mrs .. the 
lady at the left.” 


But hapless man surrenders both But he didn’t. He 


just blinked at her, 
raised the bid to 
two - seventy - five 
and went on. And then quite a few 
people joined in the bidding, and Louise 
didn’t get her books after all, because 
they sold for nearly $10. That was too 
much, Louise said. She wasn’t going to 
pay anything like $10 for a lot of second- 


hand books. 


She did get some a little later on: 
two lots she bought. The first_one was 
16 volumes of assorted poetry, mostly 
white, bound in white kid. Louise had 
quite a bit of white in her living room, 
and she thought the white books would 
look lovely. You didn’t see many white 
books. 
twenty-five, and after a while she bought 
five big books with colored jackets for 
one-lilty. So that she really got 21 books 
for three-seventy-five, and that wasn’t 
even 20 cents a book. She was pleased 
about it. She kept telling Daisy that an 
auction sale certainly was the place to 
come when you wanted to pick up nice 
things cheap. And every time the 
auctioneer put a new lot up she kept 
nudging at Daisy and saying, “There... 
how about that, Daisy? Why don’t you 
buy that lot?” 


So she bought them for two- 


But Daisy couldn’t quite get up 


enough courage, Sometimes her heart 
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would beat very fast and she would 
just about get her hand up and then 
somebody else would just have bought 
it. In a way, that was a relief, because 
there weren’t any of the books that 
Daisy was absolutely sure Pat would 
like, and of course it wasn’t as if she had 
money to throw around, 

The bidding was pretty lively for a 
while, and then it slackened off because a 
lot of queer-sounding books came on, 
one at a time. Louise wasn’t interested. 
Most of them looked pretty scrubby, 
she said. She kept whispering to Daisy, 
going over the list in the catalogue to 
see if there were any that sounded as if 
Pat might like them. Louise marked 
quite a few that she might like herself, 
and they talked them over together. 
Quite a few people were talking together 
instead of bidding. The selling went on 
as a kind of accompaniment in the 
background. Daisy wanted to watch it 
and listen to it instead of talking to 
Louise, but now that she had her mind 
made up to buy something for Pat she 
had to look at the catalogue. 


THEN, SUDDENLY, there was a kind 
of hush all over the room so that Daisy 
looked up to see what was happening. 
There was only one book up on the 
table, a big one; and when Daisy 
looked at it she held her breath. It 
seemed to her the nicest book they had 
had all evening. It wasn’t exactly a 
book at all, it was a big square brass 
case inside a Jeather one, with a folder 
inside the brass case all done in gold 
and bright colors, and it all looked very 
old and mysterious and beautiful. As if 
it meant something. Daisy stared at it, 
fascinated. The biddfhg had started on 
it, because the auctioneer was saying 
over and over “One-twenty-five I am 
bid, one-twenty-five,” and when Daisy 
looked up he gave her a quick little 
sharp glance that seemed to mean 
something special. 

“Isn’t that a funny-looking thing,” 
Louise said, “What do you suppose 
it is?” 

“It looks like history,” Daisy said. 
“Don’t you think it looks like history, 
Louise? I think Pat would like it.” 

The auctioneer bent over his pulpit in 
a strange kind of way, toward them. 
“Lot number 289,” he said distinctly. 
“1 ot number 289, going for one-twenty- 
five...” 

Louise found it in the catalogue. 
“Tot number 289 . . . original grant of 
nobility and arms to Constantine and 
KyroGeorgievics Divan: from Francis IT, 
Holy Roman Emperor, 1795, signed 
original with the seal of the Emperor.” 
“Mm,” she said. “It sounds like some- 
thing. I wouldn’t want it myself, but 
maybe Pat would like it. Why don’t you 
buy it? It’s going cheap enough. It 
seems funny it’s going for only one- 
twenty-five. A dollar and a quarter. 
You'd think the brass case would be 
worth more than that. I don’t know 
that I won’t bid on it after all. Do you 
want it, Daisy?” 

The room was very quiet, for some 
reason. The auctioneer’s voice went on 
and on. He was holding it at one- 
twenty-five for a very long time. He 
sounded anxious. He looked down at 
Daisy again in a very anxious way. 
Queer. Then he looked from her to the 
dealer and back again, as if he meant 
something. Daisy followed his glance. 
The dealer’s face was as white as chalk. 
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He sat with his eyes fixed on the auc- 
tioneer, not moving. He was trying to 
buy this book, That must be it. 

“Are you going to bid, Daisy?” 
Louise said in her ear. “He’s got to let 
it go in a second. Make up your mind.” 

Daisy swallowed. She put up her 
hand. “One-fifty,” her lips said. 

The auctioneer was really hanging 
over his desk looking at her. When she 
said that he straightened up again with 
the most satisfied look and blinked down 
at the dealer. “One-fifty,” he said, and 
smiled, the most benevolent, fatherly 
smile. “One-fifty I am bid. One-fifty.” 

The dealer went burning red and he 
flashed a quick look round at Daisy. It 
was strange. The room was hushed and 
still, as if everybody was waiting for 
something to happen. The dealer col- 
lapsed against the back of his chair and 
nodded, an angry stubborn nod, 

“One-seventy-five,” the auctioneer 
said happily, and glanced at Daisy. 

“I'd go as high as five dollars for 
that,” Louise whispered, nudging her. 
“Go on, Daisy, bid. You can make it 
Pat’s birthday present. That brass case 
would make a grand cigarette box.” 

The auctioneer’s eyes were fixed on 
Daisy’s face. He nodded, faintly. Daisy 
nodded back. “Two...two...two...” 
the auctioneer sang, and then, at an- 
other nod from the dealer, “and the 
quarter... and the quarter...” He 
looked at Daisy. But she was beginning 
to feel frightened. She bit her lip and 
dropped her eyes. There was some- 
thing queer in the aif. She could feel it. 
Even Louise felt it. She muttered 
behind her catalogue “Nobody else is 
bidding. That’s funny. That thing's 
going cheap. The brass box is worth 
more than two dollars. Why isn’t any- 
body else bidding? I wish we'd heard the 
beginning. Maybe he made a speech 
about it. Maybe it’s got a curse on it. 


Maybe that’s it. There must be some- 
* ' 


thing. I wish we'd heard the beginning. 
When it’s going so cheap you'd think 
somebody else would be bidding.” 

“A curse on it?” Daisy said faintly. 


Louise said. “There 


“Heavens,” 


isn’t any such thing of course. There 


must be something, but there isn’t any 
such thing as curses. Daisy, quick, if 
you're going to bid. He’s got to let it go. 
He wants you to have it. Look, he keeps 
talking right at you.” ’ 

Daisy looked up. The auctioneer 
nodded at her in a quick urgent way. 
“And the quarter?” he was asking her. 
“And the quarter? May I have the 
quarter, madam?” 

Daisy nodded. He was happy again. 
“Ah,” he said comfortably, “And the 
quarter,” and turned back to the dealer, 

The bidding went on like that, first the 
dealer and then Daisy. It went up to 
three, and the dealer was chalkier and 
chalkier. He said then, in a husky voice, 
“Three ten.” 

“Hmnf,” Louisesaidcontemptuously, 
“Raising it by dimes. He’s a shark. I 
told you he was a shark. This must be 
the thing he wants, Daisy. This must be 
what he came after. He doesn’t want 
to pay anything for it. He’s excited. 
Look at him. He’s excited. Over dimes. 
Can you imagine?” 

The auctioneer looked at Daisy. She 
nodded. “Twenty-five,” the auctioneer 
said kindly down at Mr. Markle. 

It was a beautiful thing, that book. 
Daisy knew Pat would like it. It was the 
kind of thing he did like, mysterious and 
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not only cultural development that alone is worth the 
ce of the Course, but Shaw training and guidance have 
abled hundreds of Students to earn incomes from 

r stories and articles. 

‘MAW SCHOOLS ARE ENTIRELY CANADIAN 
rite today for the Shaw “Creative Test Examination.” 
1s quite free. SHAW SCHOOLS, Dept. S- 

_~,|£1 130 BAY STREET, TORONTO 


old. Pat would like it. She was going to 
get it for him if she had to go to five 
dollars, It would make a grand birthday 
present. Bidding was easy. It wasn’t 
hard to buy things. It was easy. The 
dealer could buy something else. He 
wouldn’t appreciate a book like this 
about history as much as Pat would. He 
could buy something else, 

Daisy moved. Her voice came. 
“Four,” she said clearly. 

But the room was so queer. All round 
her the people were sitting without 
moving, as if something was happening. 
Holding their breaths, Next to her, two 
Seats away, a man was holding his 
cigarette perfectly still with nearly an 


her. Everybody was like that. 


FINALLY, AFTER a Iong time, be- 
cause the dealer got slower and slower 
in his bidding, they got up to five. It 
was the dealer who said five. He said it 
in a deep angry hoarse voice, and he was 
all shrunk down in his chair. Daisy 
didn’t like him. He wasn’t even very 
clean. He didn’t necd to think he could 
have Pat’s book. She didn’t wait a 
second after he bid five. She just said, 
in a voice that sounded very small and 
clear in the still breathless room “and 
the quarter.” 

Thatwasthe end. The dealerdidn’t say 
another word. He put his head down on 
his chest and sat there. So, in a minute, 
the auctioneer tapped with the drawer 
knobon his pulpitand said in a loud voice 
“Sold ... this beautiful book, ladies and 
gentlemen, the choicest item in the 
whole collection, to...” He stopped 
short, as if he had almost said some- 
thing that perhaps he shouldn’t, and 
then to one of the white coats, “Just get 
me the lady’s name, please.” 

The man came over with a pad. 
Everybody was looking at her. Daisy 
took the pad and wrote with fingers 
that were a little shaky. Mrs. Pat Eilis, 
6 Dearborn Drive. Because there were 
lines that ssid “name and address.”! 
She started fumbling for her purse, but 
the man shook his head. 

“Not now,” Louise whispered. “You 
pay after.” 

Daisy took a long breath when the 
man moved away. “I. . . 1 bought it,” 
she said. 

The room came to life again. Tne sale 
went on. The dealer, Mr. Markle, got 
out of his chair as if he was half drunk. 
He settled his coat and turned to go. For 
a second Daisy was sorry for him. He 
had wanted Pat’s book and she had 
taken it away from him. Then he 
looked at her, such a furious angry 
revengeful look that she stopped being 
sorry and was even a little frightened 
again. 

It was just as he was moving up the 
aisle that the door at the entrance 
banged suddenly, and someone came 
rushing in. Everybody turned to look. 
It was a man, a big man, who came 
tearing down the aisle. There was a big 
cross of court plaster on his forehead 
and his arm was in a sling. His coat was 
torn half off his shoulder and there was 
a trickle of blood on hisneck. He wasn’t 
paying a bit of attention to himself. He 
called out in a loud voice when he was 
halfway down the aisle. He said to the 
auctioneer, “Is it gone? Have you 
sold it?” 

The auctioneer turned to a kind of 
stone. His pink face went yellow and 


| inch of ashes on it. He didn’t look at 


*Pat. Process for fragrant protection 
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itHapPensIN TWQ SECONDS 


Within two seconds after starting, racing 
skaters speed along the icy course at 
upwards of 1600 feet per minute! 


Test shows how fast 
Aspirin disintegrates 
in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 
test proves, within two 
seconds after you take 

Aspirin, it starts to go to work, 
to bring 


AST PAIN RELIEF 


Thanks to three steps taken in manufacture... instead of only one... 
ASPIRIN #s fast. And the fact that it starts to go to work within 
two seconds, to bring quick relief from ordinary headache, neuritic 
or neuralgic pain, #s important. 

But also important is the fact that ASPIRIN is a single active 
ingredient that is so gentle to the system it has been used ... year 
in and year out... by millions of normal 
people— without ill effect! So use ASPIRIN 
—with confidence! 


ASPIRIN\= 


IF YOU FEEL DOPEY, SICK, HEADACHEY WITH 


Constipation 


/ LIKE (R 
NR All-Vegetable Laxa- annie. 
tive Brings Pleasing, | “em 
Prompt Relief 


When constipation troubles you, makes you 
feel tired, irritable and causes loss of appe- 
tite—try NR All-Vegetable Laxative Tab- 
lets. Just take it at night with a full glass of 
water, and it will help rid you of wastes, 
make you feel better and brighter in the 
morning. One big advantage of this All- 
Vegetable remedy is that you can regulate 
the dose so it is right for your needs. If you 
need only a small amount of laxative, take 
NR Juniors (one-third dose). If you need 
more laxative, use the Regular NR Tablets. 
Both are thorough, and compounded to 
produce as near to normal action as possible. 
Regular NR comes in both chocolate coated 
and plain tablets, NR Juniors in chocolate 
coated only. 10c. and 25c. sizes. 


ALWAYS ASK 
FOR GENUINE 





/ LIKE THE 
REGULAR WR 
TABLETS — 


TAKE NR TONIGHT — 
TOMORROW ALRIGHT 


Ne - TABLETS- RQ 


| didn’t like bullying. 


| see.” he said, as if he didn’t. 


| the market for 20 years. 


sickly. His mouth just wouldn’t shut. 
“Well?” the big man _ yelled, still 
coming on, “It isn’t gone, is it? It 
isn’t sold?” 
The auctioneer swallowed. He looked 


blankly down at Daisy and then at the | 
dealer waiting to get past the big man 


down the aisle. The big man caught the 
look of the dealer. He looked at him too. 
His face changed, hardened. 
minute he said in a short voice, “So you 
got it, did you?” 


The dealer laughed then. He laughed | 
It wasn’t really pleasant | 


and laughed. 
laughing. He didn’t say anything. He 
turned and looked at the auctioneer and 
laughed straight in his face, and then 
in the big man’s face. Then he pushed on 
past and went down the aisle and out the 
door, letting it bang behind hyn. 


THE BIG MAN was sitting in the seat 
right in front of Daisy. He had jerked 
the chair round and was facing her. The 
sale was going on but everybody all 
round was trying to listen to what the 
big man was saying. Even the auctioneer 
could hardly bear to listen to himself. 
“*I want that book,” the big man said 


flatly. “I’ve got to have it. What will | 


you take for it?” 

Louise nudged Daisy excitedly. But 
Daisy shook her head. “I don’t want to 
sell it,”” she said. 

The big man’s eyes were sharp and 
they looked right through her, “*Not 
selling it to anyone?” he insisted. 

“No.” Daisy said. 

“Not for any price?” 

Louise nudged Daisy again, but Daisy 
She felt herself 
getting pink again, but she said “No.” 

He drummed on the back of his chair 


with his fingers. He began to look pretty | 
He must be feeling pretty sick, | 
too. He had a lot of cuts and bruises. It | 
must have been a bad accident. After a | 


tired. 


minute he said “I haven’t seen you 
around before. You're not a dealer. 
Collecting for yourself?” 

Collecting was a big way of putting it. 
*‘No,” Daisy said again. “For my 


husband. I’m going to give it to him for 


his birthday present.” 


The big man looked at her again, at | 
her grey tweed coat and little grey felt | 


hat with the felt bow getting a little 
draggled. He looked very puzzled. “1 


there were something else he’d just as | 


soon have. | suppose there isn’t? For 
me, unfortunately, there isn’t. — I’ve 
been waiting for that thing to come on 
That’s how 
much I want it. I’m glad you got it 
instead of Markle. Maybe you'll put it 
on the market again. He had a place for 
He 
smiled. “I wish you’d think about it,” 
Then “How much did 


it where I’d never see it again,” 


he said gently. 
you pay for it?” 
“Five and a quarter,” Daisy told him. 
He nodded. He pressed his lips to- 
gether. “I heard that Markle would go 


| to five. Well... I'll give you a quarter 


: a 
again as much, 
Daisy 


was busy dividing and adding. A quarter 


Louise nudged Daisy again. 


again as much was only a dollaf and a 
half more. Something like that. 

“No, thank you,” she said. “I think 
I'll keep it. It makes such a nice 
birthday present.” 

He put his hand upto his forehead fora 
minute. He took it down. He looked old. 
He looked old and tired and sick. He sat 


After a | 


Then | 


“Pretty nice present,” he said. “I wish | 


HOW TO GET RID OF 


CORNS 


® Relief in a jiffy! That’s what 
Blue-Jay brings to corn-sufferers. 
Its Nupercaine deadens the pain, 
while Blue-Jay’s gentle medica- 
tion softens, loosens, the hard 
core. Then you simply lift the 
corn out. 


A treat for 


‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly rubbed 
gently on the affected areas softens 
and soothes rough, reddened skin, 


FIRST Aid for cuts, 
bruises, burns and 101 
other home uses. Kee 
it handy. Jars 15¢, 
20¢, and 30¢, Tubes 
20¢, 25¢, and 30¢. 


Vaseline 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


NOW — HOME COSMETIC 


ror GRAY HAIR! 


Give your gray hair natural- 
looking color again, yourself, 
in the privacy of your own 
home. Mary T. Goldman's, 
wonderful clear liquid cosmetic, 
stops gray hax worries for 
thousands! So easy! Simply 
comb Mary T. Goldman's 
through hair. Won't bother 
wave, nor spoil hair texture. 
Guaranteed to give gray hair 
the youthful-looking shade you 
want or your money back. 
Get Mary T. Goldman's today 
at your drug or department store. Accept 
no substitute! 


FREE TRIAL: Send coupon below for 
free trial kit. 


MARY T. GOLDMAN Co. 
W-7 Goldman Bidg., St. Paul 2, Minn. 
Send FREE sample. (Check 
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somebody else? 


Eowy woman who discovers Tampax 
through this advertisement will prob- 
ably be very glad she acted for her- 
self instead of waiting for other 
women to lead the way....Make up 
your own mind! Start right now to 
use this Tampax method of sanitary 
protection, which does away with 
belts, pins and external pads.... 
‘Tampax isasimple internal absorbent, 
invented by a doctor. When in place, 
it is neither seen nor felt! 

Tampax is intended for use on every 
one of those “‘less pleasant”’ days of the 
month—and the difference it makes is 
real. No bulk to ham- 
per you or show an 
edge-lineunderdresses. 
No extra warmth in 
overheated or crowded 
rooms. Noworry about 
odor because odor can- 
not form. ... Made of 
sure absorbent cotton, 
each Tampax is compressed in an 
applicator for easy insertion. Quick 
to change; and so small it is discreetly 
managed in restrooms; readily dis- 
posed of. 

Get Tampax this very month. At 
drug and notion counters in 3 absor- 
bencies (Regular, Super, Junior). 
Month’s supply slips into your purse. 
Canadian Tampax Corporation 
Limited, Brampton, Ontario. 
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thinking. 
offered. 

Well, that made quite a difference, 
really. Daisy thought about her bank 
account. There couldn’t be more than 
$20 in it. If she took the book she would 
have to draw five and a quarter out, but 
if she sold the book to this man she could 
put . . . $2.67 in. It made quite a 
difference. 

But it was his face, really, that de- 
cided her. There were plenty of other 
things Pat wanted. Plenty. He wanted 
a telescope, 


“Half again as much,” he 


Maybe you could buy a 
little telescope for... five and a quarter 
plus $2.67. 

“All right,” Daisy said suddenly. “It 
you really want to do that. It seems a 
lot.” 


THE BIG man was over at the desk, 
writing out a cheque. He would pay for 
the book himself and take it, and give 
her her cheque. Louise was a little 
envious. She had to go and pay out 
money for her books, and she was al- 
ready beginning to wonder if she really 
wanted them; and Daisy was getting 
money for nothing. 

The man who had been sitting two 
chairs away leaned over to Daisy Ww hen 
Louise stopped talking in her ear. He 
had a queer look in his eyes. Pretty 
amused in a sharp kind of way. He was 
holding out a card to Daisy. She took it. 
She looked down at it while he was talk- 
ing. It said “F. Morens, Antiques.” 
He said to her “It’s that dawn-awaken- 
ing look that does it. Pretty good. I 
could do a lot with a buyer like you. | 
suppose you’re booked solid, but any 
time you're free... Thcre’s a steady job 
and the biggest commissions in the city.” 

Daisy looked at him. “Oh,” she said. 
“Come 
on,” she said, “Let’s go home. I’m tired 
of this. I don’t want any more books, | 
came to buy glass, and it’s all gone. It 
was sold last night. It makes me sick to 
think about it. -I could have picked up 
that glass for simply nothing, I’m sure | 
could. Come on, Daisy, he’s got your 
cheque ready. Let’s go. I'll pay for 
my books tomorrow. I’m coming back 
tomorrow. There’s a lot of linens going 
tomorrow. There’s a lace tablecloth | 
may be able to pick upcheap.” 

Daisy followed her out of the aisle. 
The big man held out the cheque to 
Daisy as she passed and she said thank 
you. She folded it and put it in her 
purse. Tomorrow she would take it to 
the bank, 
seven cents, 

On the streetcar Louise wanted to 
look at it. She wanted to see who the big 
man was. “Seems to me they were 
making a lot of fuss over nothing,” 
she said. “Heavens, all that commotion 
over less than $10. Men. I guess they’re 
what you call book collectors. I’ve 
heard of them. They do nothing but buy 
books. All that fuss. You’d think they 
were talking in thousands instead of...” 

She stopped. She turned with her 
mouth open and looked down at Daisy. 

“Let me see that cheque!” she said. # 


Louise was nudging Daisy. 


Two dollars and sixty- 


4 _% ys. . 
SLIPCOVERS 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 2101 
Price, 5 cents. 
Six essential but easy steps to slipcovering 
a chair. Order your copy today from 


Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept. 481 
University Ave., Toronto, Ont, 






MORNING 


—— 

AY AN 1. Bathe face with warm 
%) \ \ water. Then apply 

YoKoy Noxzema to a wet cloth 


and “cream-wash” your 
face, massaging gently. 


2. Apply light film of 
Noxzema as a soothing 
protective powder base 

to hold make-up perfectly 
while it helps heal. 


EVENING 


3. Repeat morning 
cleansing with Noxzema 
on wet cloth. Dry gently. 








4. Massage Noxzema 
lightly into your face, 
using upward and outward 
strokes. Finger-print extra 
Noxzema over blemishes. 






If your hands are chapped and 
rough, daily Noxzema care 
can help them heal so much 
faster—often in 8 to 10 hours. 
And it guards delicate skin 
against cold weather, hot water, 
hard work. Smooth on snowy, 
medicated Noxzema several 
times a day. Like invisible 
gloves, it keeps the busiest 
hands soft, white and lovely. 
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w@ Want a smoother, softer, more 
caressable complexion? Then stop 
fussing with elaborate treatments, 
countless jars and bottles. Turn to one 
beauty cream—a medicated 

cream — Noxzema. 


Use Noxzema faithfully every day 
... this new, simple, 4-step-way. 
You'll see why it’s the favorite beauty 
cream of Broadway actresses, 
professional models, attractive 
women everywhere. Noxzema helps 
heal blemishes, soothes and softens 
rough, dry skin, gives your complexion 
that “cared-for” look. Start this 
Noxzema 4-step treatment now... 
see results in just 14 days! 


T ALL DRUG AND DEPARTMENT STORES...17¢, 39¢, 59¢ 
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Coery Garden 


should have this 
New Handbook! 


+t merOey @, 
#F 18 <Oo0as 


48 PAGES - FULLY 
ILLUSTRATED « WITH SPRAY 
CHART - ACTUAL SIZE 6" X 9 


QUICK, SIMPLE ANSWERS TO 
PEST CONTROL PROBLEMS... 


Here is a quick-reference handbook every gardener will want 
... Describes and illustrates some 250 types of insect pests 
and fungus diseases attacking gardens and lawns, with a special 
section on household pests. Helps to identify the trouble and 
tells how to control it. Written for Green Cross by Herbert A. 
Pass, B.S.A., Chief Entomologist, this book is a layman’s 
encyclopedia on pest control. You'll save dollars and dis- 
appointment in your garden this year by getting a copy now. 


Yours for only 10¢ a Copy at your Green Cross Dealer or write: 


GREEN CROSS INSECTICIDES 2875 Centre Street, 


*Reg'd trademark Montreal 22, P.Q. 
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Way Sagless 


- kno ‘ a Pye 4 
it's a great new mattress. 
It's the Way Sagless “400”. 
The Way Sagless "400" Mattress makes a 
mood for sleep. It is dreamlined for comfort 


and built of the finest materials. 


The ,"400"—$59.50 
Two cozy companions also available— 

The "300"—$49.50 

The "200"—$39.50 
MATCHING BOX SPRINGS ALSO AVAILABLE 
Slightly higher—Eastern and Western Conoda. 


Skilled craftsmen fashion your perfect mattress. 


SPRING COMPANY LIMITED 
TORONTO, CANADA 


3-Way Look at Milk 


Continued from page 23 


What are some of these economies? 

Every-other-day delivery is one, and 
would require, on the part of the 
housewife, enough refrigeration for two 
days’ supply of milk. 

Another is zoning. This means that 
one dairy would be assigned to a 
district. The housewife would have to 
take her milk from that dairy, whether 
or not she liked the quality of the milk, 
the manners of the milkman or the hour 
of delivery. There would be no com- 
petition among milkmen in services 
rendered. 

Depot delivery has also been sug- 
gested as a money-saving economy. 
This would mean taking delivery of the 
milk at a store and carrying it home. 
Having the milk delivered to the house 
before breakfast is a service for which 
housewives must pay. 

But apart from the question as to 
what could be saved on the price to 
the consumer, if any or all of these 
economies were implemented, would the 
housewives themselves approve of such 
changes in delivery methods? 

Chatelaine Councillors reveal that 
Canadian women, on the whole, would 
not. Their ballots also reveal that they 
are hesitant in voicing a direct opinion 
on changes of which they have not 
enough knowledge. 

For the first time in Chatelaine’s 
ballot history, as many as one quarter 
of the Councillors were unable to voice 
an opinion on these three questions. 
Research experts tell us that this often 
results when Councillors are confused, 
or lack proper understanding of the 
question, 

From the replies, it was evident that 
women do not want to take delivery 
of their milk at a store. Only one fifth 
felt this would be convenient. 

Only one half of the Councillors said 
they would be willing to take from the 
dairy allocated to their district. One 
quarter said they would not be willing, 
and another quarter had no opinion. 


Every - other - day delivery was a 
slightly different matter, Results on this 
question showed that women might be 
more agreeable to this change in delivery 
routine, if they had the proper means 
of keeping milk for two days. 

For example, in British Columbia, 
where two thirds of the population have 
no refrigeration facilities, only one third 
were in favor of every-other-day deliv- 
ery. The figure rose to one, half in 
Ontario where half the nonfarming 
population have no refrigeration. 

Last year the Province of Ontario 
went to considerable expense to have 
rising costs of milk in Ontario inves- 
tigated, The results of this investigation 
are contained in a report of the Ontario 
Royal Commission on Milk. Because 
milk is such an essential food and so 
necessary for the health and welfare of 
Canadians, this report is recommended 
to women’s groups for study. 


Royal Commission Highlights 


“There is an obligation on the part 
of the farmer to take steps to learn how 
to produce milk as cheaply as possible. 
And it cannot always be said that this 
obligation has been fully recognized.” 

“No matter what the cost of pro- 
duction, there is a maximum price above 
which milk consumption will diminish. 
If this fact is fully recognized by the 
producers, it might operate to produce 
more efficient production methods.” 

“There is no substantial evidence 
. « « Which would indicate that cost of 
processing and administration are un- 
reasonable or can be greatly reduced.” 

“Consumers have considerable re- 
sponsibility In co-operation with dis- 
tributors, They make demands for 
unreasonable services and have a loose 
regard for the property of distributors.” 

“Very little competition exists be- 
tween distributors, The only way they 
can compete is in respect of service to 
consumers, For all practical purposes, 
the product is standardized, which 
eliminates competition on a quality 
basis.” @ 


Consumer Council Ballot Box 


HATELAINE asked its Councillors: 


Do you feel that the current price of milk 
in your district is a fair price? 


They replied: 
46% Yes 


51% No 3% No Answer 


The 51% who replied “No,” were asked: 


If you feel it is not a fair price, who do you feel 
is most responsible for its unfairness? 


They replied: 


8% Producer 34% Distributor 9% No Answer 
Would you be satisfied with every-other-day 


delivery? 
They replied: 
45% Yes 


35% No 


20% No Answer 


Would you be satisfied with the dairy allocated 


to your district? 


52% Yes 


23% No 


25% No Answer 


Would you be satisfied with buying your milk 


at a store? 


19% Yes 


51% No 30% Ne Answer 
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"How sweet... 
@aCANARY=— 


our first perl) 


Just married? You're filling your home 
with gaiety and sunshine—and the canary 
will give sunshine in song the whole year 
‘round! ‘ 


The golden-voiced canary is a happy gift 
for newlyweds. Just a diet of BROCK’S 
BIRD SEED will keep the songster healthy 
and happy. 


| When We Were Very Young 
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Continued from page 21 


| after the Canadian winter, Meals of 


the Month of course! Lenten dishes, 
good breakfasts for husbands and chil- 


| dren off to work and schools, parties 


for St. Patrick’s, time-saving recipes. 
Patterns for children’s clothes, Fiction 
with young-love themes, dreamier and 
more Graustarkian than we read now, 
perhaps—and the story of an older 
woman (in her thirties!) who passed up 
a chance at autumn romance for the 
solidity of her own family setup. Verses 
by well-known Canadian poets like 
Dorothy Livesay and Anne Sutherland, 


| and beautiful reproductions in color of 


F. H. Brigden paintings. 

There were portents of the future too. 
The first story anywhere on the new 
nursery school experiments being made 


| at the University of Toronto by Dr. 
William Blatz. Revolutionary—as the | 


later flood of letters proved. Juvenile 
delinquency, with a hard-hitting, unem- 
broidered piece by a Juvenile Court 
probation officer. The rather new 


idea of budgeting family expenditures. | 
| “What is this Modernist Movement in | 
Home Decoration?” a piece with illus- | 
| trations of mirrored, pictureless rooms, | 
| curved furniture and odd-angled tables. | 
Gertrude Huntley, the famous Canadian | 


pianist, was the career woman of the 
issue. There was news of the growing 
importance of women’s clubs and organi- 


| zations, a garden feature and an article 
on how to make wool flowers (remember | 
when we were so bedizened?). And the | 
| story of how 70,000 Canadians had | 
entered a contest to choose a name for | 
| the new magazine—and Mrs. Hilda 


Pain, a rancher’s wife of Elburne, B.C., 
had won the thousand-dollar prize with 
her suggestion of “Chatelaine” —a word 
meaning the mistress of the castle and 
keeper of the houschold keys. 


| ON THROUGH the years the magazine 


discussed new ideas in nutrition (vita- 
mins were beginning to be understood), 
the new household electrical equipment 
that was replacing long-familiar types 
and methods, beauty and the import- 
ance of health (there were early articles 


| on cancer, tuberculosis, infant mortality, 
venereal disease, helping to bring for- | 


merly hush-hush subjects out into the 


_ open), the rapidly changing world of 


fashions, and the growing pains of 


| citizenship for women. Such leaders 


as Judge Emily Murphy, Nellie Mc- 
Clung, Anne Anderson Perry, L. M. 
Montgomery and others of the nation- 
ally alerted women of their generation, 
were often heard on big issues of the 
day, as they affected the women of 
Canada. 

There was, too, the growing interest 
in sports—the golf club—tennis, bowl- 
ing, curling, motoring—contract bridge 


the great new world of games and | 
activities Canadians were enjoying. The | 


new cars, and how to drive them, new 


ideas in child-training, and how to | 
apply them—all these things were in full 


swing when the "Thirties came along. 
When the depression set in—after the 


| stock market chaos throughout North 
| 


America—made more disastrous by the 
following years of crop failure, Chate- 
laine geared itself to help Canadian 
women face their new disrupting prob- 
lems. Remember the Canadian boys 
riding the rods back and forth, east and 
west, to hunt jobs? Girls working for 
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“I believe in 
second honeymoons” 


“What you need, dear,” said Jane, “is a change! Couldn't we go fly- 
ing down to Rio, or Bermuda, or Mexico and get away from it all?” 


“I'm all for it, heaven knows,” said Harry. “But only on one con- 
dition.” 
“And what,” asked Jane, “is this tantalizing barrier that stands 


between us and the smiling natives?” 


“Just this,” said Harry. “We should give life insurance priority 
in our budget. Then, after we budget for other needs, we'll know 
what treats we can afford.” 


“Then we still might manage a trip — I hope?” asked Jane. 


“I think I see a rainbow,” said Harry. “Of course we may not be 
able to go immediately. But when we do go, I'll enjoy it more — 
because making sure of life insurance payments will relieve my 
mind about the future.” 


“That's just the way I’d want you to feel, darling — completely 
carefree!” exclaimed Jane. “Then our trip would be like a second 
honeymoon. A real dream-trip. So let's change that budget now!” 


Life Insurance 


Woman's Way to Independence 


A message from the Life Insurance Companies in Canada and their Agents 
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Your teet 


look like th 


When decay starts, "i it eats through the 





hard enamel and spreads into the softer 


dentine. fj Unless checked, this infection 


reaches the pulp chamber from which it 





may enter the blood stream, causing 
damage in other parts of the body. 


Periodic examination, cleaning, and 





treatment of teeth by your 
tist can usually check decay before seri- 


ous damage occurs. 


Gums must also be guarded. 





Bleeding gums, pyorrhea, and trench | 


mouth can indicate infection. Se four 


deriael regularly 0 help sofeguand your heal! 


Dental! suthorities urge that you clear trouble such as abscesses at the roots of 
your teeth and gums carefully after meals apparently healthy teeth. Prompt treat- 
and before going to bed ment can generally correct the condition 


; ' before it mav impair vour health. For 

You ean help to maintain healthy : : oo " ar you — 

gums, and to retard the rate of decay ir further helpful information on teeth and 
ns, and to retard ate decs i 





: ; s. send fc stropolitan’s Free Book- 
teeth, by keeping your general level of gums, send for Metropolitan's Free Book 
} - " ; ’ re % sFT ort 
health high. Eat enough of such foods as let, “Good Teeth Address your request 
- t Rooklet lent 38-L Canadiar act 
milk, eggs, vege and fruits to Booklet Dept. 38-L, anadian Head 
Office, Ottawa 


The right diet is especially important 


for voung children who need foods rich 






in minerals and vitamins to help build 


strong, sound teeth and healthy gums 










Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
A MUTUAL COMPANY 


Vigorous ~*hewin 





aids in keeping tee 
Fruits, preferably at the end of the meal, 

mn to clean the teeth and prevent de : : 
help _ clean _ e€ a preve € New York 
cay. They are also helpful in preventing 
bleeding gums. Frederick H. Ecker, Leroy A. Lincoln 


' r ; tw _ HAIRMAN OF THE BOARD PRESIDENT 
Don't wait for pain to drive you to 


the dentist. Visit him every six months, Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 


or at such intervals as he suggests. His 


examination usually can detect hidden 


| stand huddled about the ashes. Wh 


| 
| 


their keep in any households that could 
manage to support them; marriages 
hopelessly postponed because young 
men, often fresh out of university, could 
not get a start? Here was a job for 
a magazine—to help with budgeting, 
to anticipate shrunken incomes in plan- 
ning food and clothes, to supply informa- 
tion and entertainment through all the 
avenues of its departments and sources. 

In 1939, when war came, Canadian 
women were ready, as perhaps no other 
women excepting the British, to take 


| their places both in the ranks and behind 


them, as fighting citizens. You know 
how it went from there—girls in uni- 
form, the Red Cross, the munitions 


| workers—with practically every able- 


bodied Canadian woman on the job, in 
one way or another. And all of them 

of us—aroused to a new sense of 
nationhood, of responsibility as well as 
opportunity. 

Peace again. You, standing ready for 
the decade ahead. Chatelaine, we 
believe, geared to take that roadway 
with you, wherever it leads. Comparing 
this copy of the magazine with our first, 
of 20 years ago, we see great changes. 
The new Consumer Relations Depart- 
ment, under the leadership of Editor 
Byrne Hope Sanders, with 2,000 rep- 
resentative Canadian women presenting 
your views and ideas with all their 
freshly realized force as a most vital 
part of the Canadian economy. An 
enlarged staff of experts in Chatelaine’s 
own Housekeeping Institute (built into 


the heart of the editorial offices) ready 


to plan nutrition and home management 
for the uncertain days ahead. A Home 
Planning Department studying nation- 


le conditions, keyed to help witl 


wik 
housing problems. The first Canadiar 
magazine to inaugurate a job bureau 
to investigate fields of opportunity for 
young people and keep abreast of 
employment conditions; a department 
for teen-agers. A Fashion Department 


working 


t 


closely with the Canadiar 








Zz industry which 20 years ago 

was a mere baby; a health and beauty 
; . 7 

service ready to heip thousands of 

Canadian women keep weil and lovely at 

mi 


& 





nimum expenditure; stories Dy the 
best writers, articles on matters of 
personal and nationwide concern 

other offerings too numerous to men- 


: ; : a 
tion here—all selected and presented 





with the deep conviction 
women want and deserve only the best 
in their “Canadian woman’s magazine.” 
It’s been a hectic 20 years, but a vital 
and historic period. 
We're set to take on the next 20. 


Aren't you? 


IN CASE OF FIRE... 


A sudden sheet of flame rockets upward 
in the night. The sky glows and ti 





is red with fire .. . One house 
three houses, an entire prairie hamlet is 
swept away . . . DISASTER 


The survivors, 200 destitute 





help? 

The Red Cross is organized to meet 
disaster anywhere in Canada—fire. flood 
epidemic, accident. Trained workers, skilled 
personne] cre ready at a moment's no 
to aid the injured, care for the sick, evacu- 
ate. feed and house the homeless 






Give Now-You May Need Later 





The Red Cross Asks Your Help. 
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DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, ONT 
a lee inten 





a eae 





A thoroughly clean toilet bowl— 
she’d say—can’t have an odor. And 
then she’d use Sani-Flush just as I 


do now for real toilet bow! freshness, 
Marvelous the way Sani-Flush gets 
rid of stains and film—all without 
scrubbing. Disinfects, of course. 
Safe in all toilet systems—effec- 
tive in hard or soft water. All gro- 
cers have it. Two sizes. Made in 
Canada. Distributed by 
HaroldF.Ritchie&Co., 
Ltd., Toronto, Ont. 







"Guaranteed by» 
Good Housekeeping 
<< a 

: arestt 






BUY TWO CANS 
FOR 
CONVENIENCE 


Promptly Relieves 


RHEUMATIC 
ACHES-PAINS 


Sore, Stiff Muscles 


When you're suffering from rheumatic, 
lumbago or neuritis pains—from stiff 
lame muscles—rub on Musterole for fast, 
long-lasting relief, 


Musterole offers the advantages of a 
warming, stimulating mustard plaster 
yet is much easier to apply--just rub it 
on. Musterole promptly re es aching 
soreness and helps break up the conges- 
tion. In 3 strengths. 


# 


GERANIUMS 


18 for 15c 


Everyone interested in house 
plants should plant a packet or 
two of our Geranium Seed. We 
offer a gorgeous collectien con- 
taining Dazzling Scarlet, Flame 
Red, Brick Red, Crimson, 
Maroon, Vermilion, Scarlet, 
Salmon, Cerise, Orange- Red, 
Salmon-Pink, Bright Pink, 
Peach, Blush Rose, White, 
Blotched, Variegated. Mar 
gined. Easy to grow from seed 
and bloom 90 days after plant- 
ing. (Pkt 15c) (2 for 25c) postpaid. Plant now 
SPECIAL OFFER: 1 pkt as above and 5 pkts of othe: 
Choice Housepiant Seeds, all different and easily 
grown in house. Value $1.25, all for 60c postpaid. 


FREE — OUR BIG 1948 SEED AND 
NURSERY BOOK — Bigger than Ever 3! 
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Pity the Girl who Takes Dope 


Continued from page 65 


would be most surprising if an 

ac ite accounting of their number 
Nobody cries aloud for 
thei blood or liberty and since they are 
unlikely to become economic liabilities 
upe the state nobody suffers for their 
habits but themselves. Many famous 
people have had a lifelong history of 
drug addiction and have lived morally 
correct lives. Indeed no drug addict 
lests others, These famous ones have 


were possible. 


ten left to posterity the product of 

cir various activities which impress 

, not as the handiwork of social lepers, 
ut as the work of brilliant and beauti- 
ful minds.” 

You may not believe all or any of 
this, but you must admit that the girl 
vho ad-libbed it on a typewriter hed a 
good brain, That girl has since been 
sent back to prison and that’s where she 
is now for the tenth time. 

No prison official with whom I dis- 
cussed this problem could recall a single 
case where any drug addict, male or 
female, had ever been cured by im- 
prisonment, and all agreed, that after 
that first awful week dopers were the 
best of prisoners: clean, energetic and 
quiet. A doctor who has probably 
talked with more addicts than anyone 
else in Canada said it did no good what- 
ever to send these bright but sick people 
to jail. 

Until a few years ago tapering off was 
the accepted initial treatment, and it is 
today in certain private institutions 
where patients pay high prices to take 
the cure. But no longer do reformatories 
and jails carry stocks of narcotics. The 
sister of the needle has to fight her battle 
the hard way. 

Psychiatrists and psychologists will 
tell you that everyone at some time in 
his or her life considers doing things that 
aren’t quite decent. Suicide and the use 
of dopes are the most common of these 
You may not believe 
because “everyone” is such an 
inclusive word, but officers of the 
R.C.M.P. who have this drug problem 
in their hair think that it’s probably 
true, 

One thing the Mounties never will 
understand is the idea most of us have, 
that dope are brave, tough, 
violent, audacious or otherwise ener- 
getic. Except for old-time cocaine 
sniffers, they are not. They are sick 
people, rather to be pitied than con- 
demned, 

There is no record, anywhere in 
Canada, of a drug addict committing 
an act of violence. You may have read, 
or been told, that people who stick up 
banks and such are hopheads riding on 


sudden urges. 
this 


users 


false courage. This is simply not true, 
I hey haven’t the nerve or the physique. 
Es The chief of the narcotics squad im 
Toronto put it this way: “No big-time 
crook ever touches dope. Hopheads are 
strictly bums and suckers, They’re 
smart and clean but bereft of ambition. 
They know they’re suckers. We'll 
always get them because they fall apart. 
They don’t eat for weeks at a time, 
actually weeks.” 

Doctors add that a narcotic break- 
down is physical, through the gastro- 
intestinal tract, not a collapse of nerves. 

Doctors and police agree that few old 
or middle-aged women are drug addicts. 
They simply can’t afford it. Those who 
are young and attractive can get by for 
a few years as expensive ladies-of-the- 
evening, but they are on a treadmill. 

There’s no evidence that dope kills 
them, drives them insane or even 
shortens their lives, but it’s the most 
expensive habit yet uncovered. Because 
of this such women, when they become 
unattractive, simply go off the dope. 
They might try to appease their 
abnormal appetites, but it simply can’t 
be done and sooner or later they give up. 

In the specialized lingo of the curse, 
nobody trusts a doper. At a time 
when they are sweating it out (and this 
is a biological truth, not merely an 
expression) they'll do anything short 
of murder to get drugs. They'll steal 
... Slyly but not violently; they'll 
work; sell their most cherished posses- 
sions, turn ina friend for a police reward, 
turn stool pigeon or, in many cases in 
Eastern Canada, feminine hopheads 
have established abortion clinics. 

So far as big-league dope traffic is 
concerned, there are only three Cana- 
dian women listed as international 
handlers of drugs, and each of the three 
has a list of names like a telephone 
directory. These names, together with 
pictures and fingerprints, are on file 
with practically every police force in 
North America. All three are attractive, 
even in those horrible police pictures, 
and one, a lovely creature with straight 
black hair, is sometimes called the 
Madonna of the racket. She’s said to be 
quite enchanting. 

That’s the odd feature about drug 
users. It’s the intelligent, the attractive 
and the educated people who accept the 
dare, the personal dare, to see what this 
thing does to them in the way of feelings 
and sensations, 

The subnormal, the morons, half- 
wits, lame brains or mental irregulars 
are not drug addicts and never will be. 

That’s why doctors warn that it might 
even happen to you because it has 
happened to plenty who are just as 
attractive, just as bright and just as 
shocked at the very idea as you are 
now. 





A New Baby? 


Soakers are part of every modern 
infant’s trousseau. This design can 
be quickly done; it’s crocheted in 
easy-to-do group stitches, Use soft 
baby wool and finish top with a 
satin ribbon laced through and tied 
in bow at front. 





Instructions for making may be obtained 

from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 481 Uni- 

versity Ave., Toronto 2. Order S198; 
price, five cents, 
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easy to make your home 


brighter, lovelier... with 











It’s amazing how mirrors increase the pleasures of home 
life. They double the light, life and glamour in homes old 
and new ... make rooms seem twice as big! A circular 
mirror over the hall table is just one example of the magic 
created by mirrors. But it’s important that you choose the 
right mirror to hang in the right place! 


To get the most from your fine mirrors follow the valuable 
tips in Hobbs FREE Mirror Book. You'll be surprised how 
easy it is to give your home a new look with mirrors. 


Right, one of dozens of 
clever ideas you'll find in 
Hobbs Mirror Book. Hang 
a Peacock mirror between 
two beds. You'll love the 
way it reflects soft lights 
. . adds charm and life to 
the bedroom. Your Hobbs 5 
Mirror Book shows you 
new,designer-approved mir- 
ror ideas for every room 
—in every kind of home! 
Send for your copy! 


“Every home should have at 
least one full-length mirror,” 
say leading designers. Adds 
charm to a room's appear- 
ance... makes it easy for the 
whole family to be always 
perfectly groomed. You'll 
find a special tip or two on 
using full-length mirrors in 
Hobbs Mirror Book. Thou- 
sands have already asked for 


% 








SS 

Limited suppiy! | os . | 
tienen Hobbs Glass Limited, Dept. K1, London, Ontario. I 
| Please send me my free copy of "MAKE YOUR ROOMS LIGHT | 
UP AND GROW WITH MIRRORS.” | understand | om not obligated | 

| in any woy. 
Send Booklet to me at: (Please print plainly) 
NM oa cccccsccccccecescccceseeestccccceseesece e H 
TOU AGRE ds 6 ccc cvceccetccnisuccdcessadnedbaes | 
Geta caveknanteviderves Previne®< << sccceccsceses 
My furniture dealer is: | 
CPO TEC CS OER ORC OC eOCCeORS ocneeeesectcbeedcecoee | 
a | 
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CANADIAN DisTRIBUTORS Lillico UMITED 
380 Adeicide St. W., Toronto 





BEORO (CANADA) LIMITED 69 YORK ST. TORONTO 
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The Pigeon 


Continued from page 55 


long, you know, when you’re sleeping in 
an egg.” 

“Alice!” Mrs. Peters shut her lips 
tight and for just a moment wished she 
lived in some other apartment house. 
She had been sorry for David Fortney 
and glad of the extra money he gave 
her for watching out for Debrie after 
school, but the child sounded a little 
crazy. Or maybe it was only the tooth- 
ache in her jaw that made Mrs. Peters 
edgy, it would be a relief to get rid of 
her for a while anyway, so she slipped 
the key cord around Debrie’s neck and 
watched her cross the street and tried 
to forget about her. But she couldn’t 
forget that business about sleeping in an 
egg. Whatever had David Fortney 
told her! 


THERE WERE footsteps on the stairs, 
far away first-floor footsteps, heavy and 
slow and sure. And then on the second 
floor where the carpet was they were 
soft, soft footsteps growing into hard 
third-floor steps, and then a key in the 
lock. It turned slowly and the door 
opened slowly, almost as though it 
didn’t want to. 

But tonight the grey cloud in the hall 


* 
TIMING 


By MAY RICHSTONE 


Serve him a dinner 
That's simply superb, 
Porhaps a goulash 
Piquant with herb. 


Every plump mosel 
Melting with flaver — 
Then, Milady 

Ask your favor! 


™ 


lidn’t move on into the apartment. | 
There were lights there, everything was 
lighted. There were cooking smells in 
the air, warm, spicy cooking smells, and 

a bit of fluff in an organdie apron running 
across the room and standing on tiptoe 
waiting to be kissed. 

“Martha did this, daddy. I just re- 
membered today. She always had the 
lizhts on and dinner ready, and you 
laughed when you kissed her and 
whirled her round and round and her 

»xron bow flew out behind like the 

hite wings of angels.” 

“Martha,” he stumbled over the 
word, and still he didn’t kiss her 

“Ves, daddy, you see I didn’t under- 

nd. Not until you told me about 
Alice. How she couldn’t be dead because 
there was her little baby in the egg that 
was Alice too. I thought about it all 
night, daddy, and all day, and don’t you 
sce, mamma can’t be dead because 
there’s me. 

“I’ve wondered so what mamma was 
like. I’ve wanted so much to know and 
now I do. She’s just like me. I’m 
Martha too. You had me all the time, 
you just forgot.” 

“Martha.” He said it again and there 
were tears in the word, and wet tears 
falling on the winter in his eyes, melting ! 


Prepared in a Jiffy! 


It’s so-0-0 easy to turn out spicy, tempting 
gingerbread with Tilbest Quick Mix Ginger- 
bread. A bowl, a spoon, a cup of water and 
Tilbest are all you need. And you can depend 
on perfect, fool-proof results every time! 


Ouick Convenient ... Econ ymical 
VU : 


Tilbest Quick Mix favorites: 
White Cake 
Spice Cake 
Chocolate Cake 
Pie Crust 
Gingerbread 
Tea Biscuit 
Quick Muffin 
Corn Muffin 
Waffle 
Doughnut and 
Cookie Mix 


Ask for it at your Grocer’s! 
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pode 


DINNERWARE 
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Wie “4 OF ie Pee 


Simplicity of design, softly 
subdued colour tones under 
the gleaming luster of endur- 
ing Spode glaze ... things 
that have made Spode Din- 
nerware the choice of dis- 
criminating people for genera- 
tions . Ask your Spode 
dealer for the booklet: “How 
to Take Care of Spode.” 
Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan,Ltd. 


222 Bay Street, Toronto 
es 
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f ° it all away. “You poor little baby! I 
veryone in your home thought you such a child, I didn’t know 
you understood, I didn’t know you 
missed her too. You had your picture 
Needs a we qroom comb books and your skates and your dolls, | 
thought they were your world, and this 
other was mine. I didn’t know.” 


And still he didn’t kiss her, and hes 
OTHER toes were getting quite tired standing up 


so tall. “Come see my dinner, daddy, 
alan lovely, ace ome see my dinner y 


it’s the first I’ve ever cooked.” 


JEAN SIMMONS 


night and day, There were three onions boiling in the 
She combs tea kettle, Three ycllow onions with 
. > their skins still on, and the table was set 
her hair the with two spoons and two plates and two 


“Welgroom” way. stale rolls, and a wilted geranium flower. 

Do you think I took too much, 
daddy? I only had seven pennies so | 
picked the hardest rolls. I crawled in 
Mrs. Peters’ flat and left the money on 
her kitchen table and I found the flower 
in her garbage, and the onions were 
where she keeps the potatoes, only 





V8 ATHER is always 
so neatly dressed, 
His hair 


ai ” . 
Welgroomed . tonight there wcre no potatoes so I took 
his suit well two big onions for you and one little 
d onion for me. Do you think seven cents 
pressed. was enough to pay for so much?” 





David Fortney began to laugh. He 
laughed until his throat ached with it 


Junior's heme and afterward he knelt there on the GR 


floor beside her. 





is hard to part, “Martha never could figure out a 
He needs his grocer’s bill and she always had flowers 
eM on the table, and do you know I love you 
own"Welgroom”to | very much.” 
give him a start. And then he kissed her. Not quickly 
and absently, as if he didn’t know what A na eye view . a — —— giving — one ——— 
» woe . sad > -s touch. nex comes e fore after a strenuous a ie 
re co donne, ees or - aad — j. Arthur Rank Tachnletler production “Black Narcissus" “Handy ter 80 many 
AUGHTER’S once on the cheek and once on each little 


ee | i Mi Si eee 
eye. “My little Martha.” ali a ut nel 


Debrie twinkled all over. “Say it 66 *x 8 
again, daddy, say Martha again! Do Kleenex is $0 sott, $0 stron 
you know you made a song out of my 9 
name? It sounded nice.” s a s ¥¥ 
“You’ve come home, Martha. Thank S ih; t Na th ? { 
God I found out before it was too late.” 0 W 4 e Wi me i g ops 
“No, daddy, I haven’t come home, 
I’ve been here all the while. It’s you 
who’ve been away. You’ve been away Only Kleenex has the 
such a long time, daddy, such a long, Serv-a-Tissue box. Assures 
long time.” 
He kissed her again and picked her up 


aware that male 
eyes roam, 
Keeps her hair 
‘reet’ with 

her “Welgroom” 
comb. 





There’s an inexpensive “WEL- 
GROOM” comb designed espe- 


cially for every member of your cleanliness and  conve- 





family. Made of durable, easy to ; : oo errs sa 
keep clean plastic, “WELGROOM” high and whirled her round and round nience. No waste! No mess! 
combs are tops in Quality and till the organdie bow of her pinafore Simply pull one Kleenex 
Value. Rounded teeth are easy on flew like the white wings of angels. tiene al th 
ss < ~ 

the scalp. And when they’d stopped, stopped ” a =p Por c 
For women ‘'WELGROOM” their whirling and stopped their laughter next, ready for use. 
Dressing, Handle, Curl and Bobby | and just stood there smiling at each 

. . 2 | "¢ . - Three sizes—Chubby, Hanky and Man's 
combs in vibrant Cleartone and other with their eyes, they heard that 


Opaltone colors. For men, combs 
in smart black, shell or crystal for 
pocket or dresser. For baby’s 
silken hair a special fine-tooth 
comb in pink or blue. —— 


groomed Our 
fp wel wi Chatelaine 
welq room Pattern 
comes For THE WHOLE AMY | A@- J6IOB 


Your daughter wants 
that new look too! 
You'll find the answer 
in this full-skirted 
jumper dress with its 
Gibson-girl dick- 
ey ... complete 
to pert velvet 
bow. Pattern 


soft sound on the top of the icebox, like 
someone knocking. Knocking on th 
door to the big wide world. 





















“SOFTER” 


Says Joan Greenwood * 


“STRONGER” 


Says Hazel Court * 


Kleenex is made from Cellucotton ab- 
sorbent wadding—downy soft—5 times 
more absorbent than cotton . . . kind to 
tender noses and the most delicate skins, 


















Each single ply of Kleenex tissue is 
heavier and stronger than ordinary 
tissues. Every 
pull is double 
ply, giving you 
extra strength 
and extra ab- 
sorbency. 





“WHITER” 


Says Rosamund John* 


Kleenex is now processed to pure white in 






. Itra-modern Canadian mill; comes in 
Always ask for also includes = ; 7 as 
“WELCROOM” tons « cleaved patented, sealed package to assure you 


tissues that are absolutely hygienic. 


> t t 
combs at Departmen style. *Currently starring in J. Arthur Rank Productions *T.M. Reg. 


and 5 & 10c stores or 


85-C your druggists. 
i f""Goody” 
Carless, Wave Clips, Grip-Fast Combs voto 044 (Dee ee ee ee es 
and Barrettes, Sizes 4-8, 15 cents. Crder from Chateloine 





CNC IE A OEE AS ON U EESRANRETE Re Pattern Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, 
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All Westinghouse 


ON THE COOKING TOP elements have 


FIVE-HEAT switches ... five speeds of 
heat from which to select the one best 
suited to your cooking needs. 


ATE | DIAL 


Fon ee COL 
Tee 


., and leave 
the rest to your 


Westinghouse 


Good cooking 





i WE OVER aS oooerste 


control automatically main- 
tains the temperature you 
select in a Westinghouse TRUE- 
TEMP oven. 


is a “natural” 
with your new Westinghouse Electric Range. Five-heat 
surface elements (mot merely three) give you everything 
from gentle “SIMMER” cooking to record “HIGH” 
speed. And the fully automatic oven-heat control takes 
all the guesswork out of roasting, baking and oven- 


cooking. 


7 “Dial” the heat you need 



















and leave the rest to your 


“Westinghouse.” 


PLUS all these ADVANTAGES 


Wrap-around, All-steel, 
Porcelain-enamelled 
Range 

One-piece Porcelain- 
enamelled Cooking Top. 
Speed -heating Elements 
One-piece Porcelain- 
enamelled TRUE-TEMP 
pe Oven 

Smokeless Broiler 
Automatic Electric Timer 
(extra) 

Westinghouse Quality 


Grow get WORE in a 


Westinghouse 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO. LIMITED HAMILTON, CANADA 
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Meals of the Month 


MARCH 





BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Frunt Tuniee Creamed Chicken on Toast 
craimbled Egg Carrot Sucks 
roast Marmalade Rennet Custard 
Coftee Tea Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Stewed Prunes Itahan Spaghetti 
Cereal Coleslaw 
xisted Scones Jelly Half Grapefruit 
Colice Tea | Tea Cocoa 
Deviled Eggs 
Vegetable Juices } Tomato Jelly Potato Chips 
Cereal Brown Rolls 
Toast Jam Mixed Fruit Cup 
Coffee Tea Layer Cake 
Tea Cocoa 
Asparagus Soup 
Sliced Oranges Baked Stuffed Potatoes 
Cereal ith ¢ a 
Toasted Muffins 1 arated Cheese 
Pionanrade : Raw Turnip Sticks 
1 ection Jelhed Applesauce Cookies 
. Tea Cocoa 
Pomato Juice Welsh Rarebit 
Soft-cooked Eggs Coleslaw Gherkins 
Toast Marmalade Bran Muffins Maple Syrup 
Tea Coffee Tea Cocoa 
Grapefruit Juice Split-pea Soup 


Cereal 
Wholewheat Muffins 
Jam 
Coffee Tea 
Apple Juice 
Cereal 


Coffee 


Honey Topping 


Tea 


Jam | 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 
Grape Juice 
Cereal 
masted Muffins 
Coffee Tea 


Apple Juice 


Cereal 
M 


Toast 


Tea 


Tomato Ju 
Cereal 


armalade 
Cocoa 


ice 


Poached Egg on Toast 


Cottec 


Sliced Oran 


Tea 


ges 


Assorted Sandwiches 
Raw Carrot Sticks 
Canned Plums 
Doughnuts 

Tea Cocoa 
Cream of Mushroom Soup 
Toasted Crackers 
Peach, Nut and Cheese Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Savory Omelet 
Cabbage and Apple Salad 
French Dressing 
Bananas and Cream 
Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Potato and Onion Soup 
Bread Sticks 
Raw Turnip Fingers 
Shced Oranges 
Spice Cake 
Tea Cocoa 
Macaroni and Cheese 
Coleslaw 
Canned Berries 
Cookic 


Tea Cocoa 


Half Grapefruit 
Wattles 


lea Cocoa 


Cream of Chicken Soup 








Cereal Toasted Brown Rolls 
Toast Conserve Raw Parsmp Sticks 
Cotter Tea Mar.ualade Turnovers 
Tea Cocoa 
joasted Peanut Butter 
Orange Juice Sandwiches 
Cereal Cabbage Salad 
Fresh Coftec Bun French Dressing 
Coffee Tea jaked Apples 
Tea Cocoa 
Kice and Cheese Casserole 
Grapefruit Juice | Relish Tray 
Cereal | (Turnip Sticks, Carrot Sticks 
affles Maple Syrup | Gherkins, Onions) 
Cotlee Tea Canned Fruit Cake 
a: Tea Cocoa 
ne om Curried Eggs on Toast 
r Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
Toaste d Muffins Assorted Fruit Tarts 
Jelly 1 Cocos 
Coffee Tea _ — 
Cream of Vegetable Soup 
Shiced Oranges Crackers 
Cereal Peanut Butter and Carrot 
Toast Marmalade Sandwich 
Coffes Tea Chocolate Blancmange 
s Tea Cocoa 
Scrambled Eggs 
Apple Juice Toast Points 
Cereal Chili Sauce 
Toast _ Jam Canned Fruit 
Coffee Tea Oatmeal Cookies 
aa Tea Cocoa 
Stewed Prunes Macaroni and Cheese 
Cereal Olives Carrot Strips 
Toast Conserve Jellied Grapefruit Sections 
Tea Cocoa Waters 
Tea Cocoa 
Mixed Fruit Juices Casserole of Vegetables 
Cereal with Cheese Sauce 
Poached Egg on Toast Stewed Apricots 
Coffee Tea Bran Muffins 


Tea Cocoa 


Maple Syrup | 


DINNER 


Beef and Kidney Pie 
with Mashed Potato 
Popping 
Baked Apples _ 
Coflee Tea 
Boiled Corn Beef 
Creamed Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips 
Rhubarb and Raisin Betty 
Coffee Tea 
Baked Fish Mold 
Tartare Sauce 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Diced Carrots 
Chocolate Bread Pudding 
Coffee lea 
Hamburg and Onion 
Casserole 
Cornmeal Topping 
Peas 
Ice Cream Cake (leftover) 
Coffee Tea 
Poached Finnan Haddie 
Mashed Potatoes 
Frozen Broccoli 
Vanilla Pudding 
Plum Sauce 
Coffee 


Beef and Liver Loaf 
Onion Gravy 





| Baked Potatoes Corn 
| Boston Cream Pie 
| Coffee Tea 
Roast of Lamb 
Mint Jelly 
Browned Potatoes Peas 


Frozen Prune Whip 
Coffee Tea 
Cold Roast Lamb 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
| Grape Sponge 
| Coffee 


Tea 


Swiss Steak Dumplings 
Green Beans Parsnips 
Apple Pie and Cheese 
Coffee Tea 


Boiled Salmon 
Egg Sauce 
Baked Potatoes Peas 
} Caramel and Nut Pudding 
| Spice Cake (leftover) 
Coffee Tea 
Lamb Chops 
Creamed Potatoes 
Asparagus Cuttings } 
Raw Carrot Sticks 
Date Cream Pic 
Cottee 
Crispy Baked Eggs 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Spinach 
Baked Rhubarb Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffe Tea 


Tea 





Veal and Lamb Pie 
Pastry Topping 

Ice Cream 

Cofiee 


Cake 
Tea 





} Baked Ham Slice 
| Raisin Sauce 

Creamed Potatoes | 

| Butter Beans 

| Steamed Marmalade Pudding | 

Coffee Tea 


Meat Balls in Tomato Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes Turnip 
Spanish Cream 

Fudge Squares 

Coffee . 





Tea 


| 
i - z } 
| Pot Roast of Beef 
| with Vegetables | 
(Potatoes, Turnips, Onions) | 
Raisin Pie | 
Coffee Tea | 
Cream of Asparagus Soup 
Salmon -stuffed Baked Potatoes 
Vegetable Jelly Mold Peas 
Caramel Rice Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Sausages 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Creamed PotatOes 
Scalloped Tomaties 

Peach Upside-down Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Oven-cooked Fillets of Sole 
Potato Souffié 
Beets Vinaigrette 
Lemon Sponge Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


| 
| 
| 





































SPLIT PEA SOUP, piping hot and full of nourishing 
goodness, will take the raw edge off March winds. You can 
get it speedily from a can or make it in your own soup pot. 
One of those old-fashioned dishes that’s always in favor, but 
there’s a modern touch in the topping of whipped cream and 
crumbled nippy cheese. Accompany with crispy crackers, 


LLL ALN TED LE DALES RE Ht SIL CELIO ARK IO ERE OMAR ANE INN A EN MOR I AARON OR PY 








BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 
SAT | Sieniehes Seine | Cream of Chicken Soup Beef and Pork Loaf 
oe | Toasted Brown Rolls Mushroom Soup Sauce 
*) Toasted Scones Jam Mixed Fruit Salad Potatoes Green Beans 
A Coffee Tea Layer Cake Deep Apple Pie 
nore | Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
* t } Roas je: 
; « UN Stewed Prunes Cold Sliced Beef and Pork Loaf eens Peloton 
j a Cereal Tomato Jelly Molds Creamed Asparagus Cuttings 
*) Toast Marmalade Coleslaw Relishes 
/ Coffee Tea Apple Sauce Jam Trifle 
a ri lea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
ww J Baked Beans Barley Broth 
MON Mixed Vegetable Juices Ketchup Cold Sliced Roast Veal 
ove . Cereal 3 Carrot and Raisin Salad Fluffy Mashed Potatoes 
) ) Toast Conserve Canned Berries Creamed Peas 
yay 4 Coffee Tea Cookies Cornmeal Muffins Syrup 
omic ‘ ie Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
> : Tomato Soup | 
TUE Sliced Oranges Chopped Meat and Pickle | Lamb Pie with Biscuit Topping 





bs Cereal Sandwiches 
Toasted Muffins ___ Jelly Raw Turnip Sticks 
Tea Cocoa 


Minute Tapioca Pudding 
Lemon Sauce 
Bananas and Cream Coffee Tea 
e a ae ee i Tea Cocoa 
Baked White Fish 
with Onion Stuffing 
Parsley Potatoes 
Glazed Carrots 
- Prune and Apricot Pie 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


Tomato Rarebit 
Cereal Cabbage Wedges 

*) ‘ Toast Marmalade Chopped Pickle Dressing 

Zi. Coffee Tea | Chocolate Rennet Custard 


Grapefruit Juice 





Barbecued Spareribs 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 

Gingerbread 
Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Cheese Souffié 
Baked Potatoes 
Creamed Carrots 


Spaghetti and Meat Sauce 


. Boston Brown Bread 
Toasted Scones Jelly “Half Grapefruit 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 


FRI Tomato Juice 


Bouillon 


T Cereal Cc Mixetl Vegetable Casserole 
*) oast onserve Canned Peaches Shredded Cabbage Salad 
2 Comes = _ Oatmeal Cookies Banana Gingerbread Delight 
a Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
. Ss Sausage Rolls : Baked Stuffed Heart 
SAT en Scalloped Tomatoes Riced Potatoes 
py Toast ; Jam Carrot Sticks Turnips 
° . T Brown Bread Rhubarb and Pineapple 
Coffee Tea ee eee “ 
hal é Rice Custard Pudding 
-- —- - Tea Cocoa Coffee cen 


hui ) Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 


. he Cold Sliced Heart 
SUN eens Tas Shredded Cabbage and 


Bran Muffins Jam Pineapple 
Coffee Tea in Lemon Jelly Ring 
y Ice Cream Cookies 


Tea Cocoa 
Mixed Fruit Juices Cream of Tomato Soup 
Cereal Crackers 
Sutter Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


MON 

* ( Toast, Marmalade | Carrot, Apple and Raisin Salad 
Tea Cocoa I 

ee 


a Juice Creamy Eggs on Toast 
-ereal 


‘ Pg Chili Sauce 
‘ Toast jam Tea Biscuits Preserves 
* Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa 


Stuffed Baked Potatoes 


Vegetable Juices 
» Cheese Topping 


WED 
se Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
e a Canned Fruit 
ao Tea Cocoa 


G€offee Tea 





Raw Turnip and Carrot Sticks 


Baked Ham with Orange Sauce 


Mashed Potatoes 
Frozen Peas 
Butterscotch Coconut Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Sheed Ham 
Mustard Pickles 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Orange Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 

Beef and Onion Pie 
with Cornmeal Topping 
Relish Tray 
Peach Betty 
Coffee Tea 


“Noodle Ring 


Creamed Ham and Asparagus 


Piquante Beets 
Steamed Fruit Pudding 
Nutmeg Sauce 
Cofiee Tea 
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Flavour to grace a feast! So mellow and delicious 
it lingers in your memory. Once you try them, 
you'll never forget the taste-thrill of Shirriff’s 
Desserts. The bud keeps that rare, rich flavour 
sealed air-tight. No evaporation. No fading. Just 
a delightful ‘flavour treat’ — from first to last. 


MB 
Bud flavoured 









HIRRIFF S$ 2essecre 


SP EH” FLAVOURED 












P 8 8 8:4 8.7 
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An Informal Dinner Setting 


Q 


Juice and waterglass right, and salad plate at left, 
(Koyal Brierley Crystal, of course Use dinner fork 
and knife. Large spoon at right is for dessert. 
Coffee can be served later. 





0 


















canara 



















































Iiustrating Community's dis- 
tinguished CORONATION 
pattern...one of Community's 
three bride-favourites. 


Z LIOUID SILVER POLISH 


VT 


DISTRIBUTED IN CANADA BY BRITISH CERAMICS & CRYSTAL 


Set beauty on your table... tonight 
: in gracious Shelley English 
Bone China Dinnerware or Tea- 
ware. Famous for its artistry and 
quality, Shelley is China you'll be 
proud to own! 





Moderately Priced at Better Shops Everywhere 


This day her silver is complete! 
How she cherishes every gleam- 
ing piece...how fondly she 
will care for the richness and 
the lustre. The manufacturer of 
this beautiful silverware recom- 
mends keeping it ever lovely, 
free from tarnish or stain, with 
entle, safe SILVO LIQUID 
OLISH. 





(CANADA) LIMITED, TORONTO 





by Jacqueline Roy 


of Chatelaine Institute 


AKE FOUR  well-seasoned pie 
fillings and four tasty toppings. 
Multiply these and the answer is: 
16 different and complete main 
courses! 

It’s just a matter of varying a basic 
meat and vegetable filling, then putting 
on a different crust. As simple as that! 

These are all-in-one meals, as nutri- 
tious as they are easy on the budget. No 
last-minute fuss when it’s time to put 
the dinner on the table. There'll be no 
complaints from the family either—for 
main-course pies like these are mighty 
good eating! 


Lamb Pie 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Pounds of lamb (breast or 
shoulder, cut in 14-inch 
pieces) 
Teaspoonfuls of salt 
Teaspoonful of pepper 
2 Cupfuls of hot water 
6 Small onions 
6 Small carrots 
2 Cupfuls of diced potatoes 
1 Cupful of cooked peas or lima 
beans 
Hot water 
14 Cupful of flour 
¥% Cupful of cold water 
Brown the pieces of meat under the 
broiler or in a heavy frying pan in about 
2 tablespoonfuls of dripping. Place in a 
deep, heavy saucepan, add the salt 
pepper and the 2 cupfuls of hot water: 
Cover and simmer for about 14% hour. 


2 
\% 


4 












or until tender. Add the prepared, un- 
cooked vegetables and continue to cook 
until vegetables are tender. Remove 
meat and vegetables to a deep casserole 
(two-quart size). Add the cooked peas 
or beans. Measure remaining liquid in 
saucepan and add suflicient hot water to 
make 3 cupfuls of liquid. Thicken with 
the combined 14 cupful of flour and the 
4 cupful of cold water. Pour over meat 
and vegetables in casserole. Cover with 
desired topping (see toppings). Yields 
Six servings. 

Pressure Cooker Method: Brown the 
meat in 2 tablespoonfuls of dripping in 
the cooker; place the rack under the 
meat in the pressure cooker. Add the 
seasonings and the 2cupfuls of hot water. 
Bring up pressure to 15 pounds and 
cook for 20 minutes. Reduce pressure, 
add the uncooked vegetables, bring up 
pressure and cook for 4 minutes more. 
Reduce pressure. Remove meat and 
vegetables to casserole. Add % cupful 
of hot water to remaining liquid in 
cooker. 
Lamb Pie recipe. This method may also 
be used for all the meat pies. 

Beef and Onion Pie 

Make as for Lamb Pie, using 1to 1% 
pounds stewing beef such as flank, chuck 
or round, instead of lamb. After brown- 
ing, simmer meat for approximately 2 
hours or until tender. Use all or part 
tomato juice for liquid. Add 2 extra 
sliced onions; 1 cupful of chopped celery 





Thicken and proceed as in 


(when available) and extra seasonings 
of 1 bay leaf, 4 teaspoonful of ginger, 
and 1 teaspoonful of Worcestershire 
sauce. Cover with any desired topping 
(see toppings). Yield: Six servings. 
Veal and Ham Pie 
Use 1 pound of veal and % to 1 pound 
smoked ham. Proceed as in Lamb Pie. 
Yield: Six servings. 
Beefsteak and Kidney Pie 
Use 1 pound of round or chuck steak 
and 1 pound beef kidney. Cut kidneys 
in half and slice into ¥%-inch pieces. 
Soak in salted cold water for 30 minutes. 
Drain thoroughly. Dry between absor- 
bent paper. Cut beef into 2-inch pieces. 
Browa in drippings or under broiler and 
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under a Crust 


It's the “new look” in supper dishes — the 
whole main course in one casserole, meat and 
vegetables blending their flavors in a rich brown 
gravy, and, over all, a hearty topping. Bring it 
piping hot from oven to table 


simmer for about 2 hours or until tender. 
Add vegetables and proceed as in Lamb 
Pie. Yield: Six servings. 

NOTE: 

1. Potatoes may be omitted in pies 
when Potato Topping is used. 

2. For extra special occasions add 
\% pound sliced sautéed mushrooms to 
meat and vegetables just before cover- 
ing with crust. 

3. Other vegetables in season may be 
used in place of, or in addition to, those 
listed in recipe. For example, green 
beans, fresh cooked or canned, may be 
used in place of peas. Canned or fresh 


A cornmeal 
above, is nutritious 
and flavorful. Add 
chopped pimento for 
that “special” touch. 


crust, 


Favorite mashed po- 
tato topping takes 
on new zest when 
prepared mustard is 
whipped up with it. 


omatoes may be added, also whole 
kernel corn or chopped green pepper. A 
small quantity (about 44 cupful) diced 
turnip is good in a beef and onion pie. 
Tea Biscuit Twirls 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of pastry flour 
4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
1% Teaspoonful of salt 
2 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 


24 Cupful of milk 


Sift the flour, measure and resift with 
the baking powder and salt into a mix- 
ing bowl. Add the shortening and blend 
in well. Pour the milk into centre of the 
dry ingredients and blend quickly and 
lightly until just combined. Turn onto a 
lightly floured bakeboard and roll out 
dough to a rectangular shape. Brush 
with melted butter or shortening, then 
sprinkle with chopped parsley or brush 
again with tomato ketchup. Roll up like 
jellyroll and cut in one-inch slices. Place, 
cut-side up, on top of the meat and 
vegetables in casserole and bake in a hot 


















oven (400 deg. F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 
Yield: Six servings. 
Pastry Topping 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of sifted bread flour 
¥4 Teaspoonful of salt 
1g Cupful of lard 
6 Teaspoonfuls of water 
Sift the flour, measure and resift with 
the salt into mixing bowl. Add the lard 
and blend together until mealy. Add the 
water by dropping here and there over 
the dry mixture. Blend lightly and turn 
out onto a piece of waxed paper and, 
using paper, press firmly together. Roll 
the dough into a circular shape to fit the 
top of casserole. Cut into individual 
pie-shaped wedges and place on top of 
the meat and vegetables in casserole 
and bake in a hot oven (400 deg. F.) 
for 15 to 20 minutes. 
Cornmeal Topping 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
34 Cupful of sifted pastry flour 
3 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
34 Cupful of cornmeal 
1 Egg, beaten 





2¢ Cupful of milk 
2 Tablespoonfuls of melted 
shortening 

Sift the flour, measure and resift with 
baking powder and salt into mixing 
bowl. Add the cornmeal and blend. 
Combine the beaten egg, milk and 
melted shortening and pour into centre 
of the dry ingredients and blend quickly 
and lightly until just combined. Drop 
by spoonfuls onto the top of hot meat 
and vegetables, spreading to edges of 
casserole. Bake in a hot oven (400 
deg. F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 

Potato Topping 

(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

Boil six medium-sized potatoes in 
salted water. Mash and whip. Add one 
tablespoonful of butter, one table- 
spoonful of prepared mustard and about 
\% cupful of milk. Season with salt and 
pepper and whip until light and fluffy. 
Form into ring around the edge of 
casserole. Brown in hot oven. 

# Contined on page 87 


















We all get weary, we all get low, 
So here's a secret you ought to know yes 
Tender Leaf Tea will cheer you up / 
Its “Quick Comfort’ in a cup! 





THERE’S 


Quick Confort 


INA 
CUP OF 


TENDER LEAF 
TEA 


Warm and friendly, chockfull of , 


quick comfort...grand tasting, 
too! And the name, “Tender Leaf”, 
tells you why. It's the young, tender 
tea leaves that are richest in fla- 
vor. At your grocer’s, in convenient 
size packages...and in “filter- 
type” tea balls ...no specks ; every 


cup crystal clear. 


86 — Chatelaine, March, 1948 


BRENDA YORKS 
COLUMN 


Pr 
West recipe wins $100.00 cheque 


-_ . = 


¢ f = A PRIZE TO EVERYONE WHO WRITES 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: March is the month when winds play 
havoc with our “hairdo’s” and set our skirts to billowing ... and this 
is the month when we don a new Easter bonnet gaily trimmed with 
ribbons, flowers or feathers... when we send the children a-hunting 
for brightly coloured Easter eggs. Naturally, that giver of goodies, 
the Easter Bunny, is very much in evidence, too. And I felt very 
like that same little character when I sat down to write the $100.00 
Prize Cheque to the winner of our December contest. 


CONGRATULATIONS AND A HAPPY EASTER TO: 


Alison M. Oliver, 
197 Powell Ave., Ottawa, Ont. who wrote the following: 


"Yes, Brenda York, I can give you the finest recipe in the world for 

cooking a TenpersweeT Ham, but you need rather special training 

to use it. The first step is to send it to Britain. I did, and this is how 

my family used it: 

First, they admired it; then they sniffed the delicious savour of real 

ham. This is quite an essential part of the process when you have ° 
é gadget fits al e smallest screw- : 

had only two ounces of bacon a week for years and have now been gadget fi a but the smallest screw-top jars 

dub tae. As you adjust it, it unscrews even the most 

Next, they cut a few slices—not too many—and fried them for tea. stubborn top—for the action of fitting the 

It was a good ham all right; just as good as it looked and smelled. opener to the jar-top continues 

For some days they breakfasted on appetizing fried ham, then before into that of untwisting the lid. 

it got too small they boiled the remainder, and for a few days more 

they had tender boiled pink ham for dinner. 

Naturally there are no scraps about a ham with no bone in it, but 

the very last little bit was minced to provide some tasty sandwiches. 

It wasn’t glazed; it wasn’t garnished. It stood on its own merits. 

No ham weltering in pineapple or smothered in mustard ever 

tasted half as good as that one. No ham was ever treated with the 

respect due a “T'enpeRsweel’—if that one wasn’t!” — 

WE WERE VERY PLEASED that this TenpersweeT Ham arrived / 

in England in such good condition. We do not recommend sending Pal \ 

this perishable meat overseas, because of shipping delays and lack fe ee : 

of refrigeration. So we were indeed happy that the Ham sent by a ke Ie _ 

Miss Oliver arrived safely. I know the neighbors will agree that her e| Saal } 

inspiring letter is a prizé-winner. And, because we received so many " 

wonderful ideas for serving TENDERSWEET Ham, we repeat this 

contest. Do try again, won't you? 

THIS MONTH, ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST PRIZE will be 


awarded for the best recipe or way of serving: 
MAPLE LEAF “TENDERSWEET” HAM 


Just tell me in a letter about your own special way of serving 
“Maple Leaf” TenpersweeT Ham. To start you off here’s some 
information about the three kinds of “Maple Leaf” TenpersweeT: 
(1) Boneless—in a transparent casing—ideal for ham steaks—equally good 
whole, half or just a small piece for baking—no bone so no carving problem. 
(2) Regular—W hole ham with the bone in—comes in a yellow and blue wrapper. 
Buy it whole or half and bake it in the oven at 325°. No par-boiling needed. 
(3) Ready-to-serve— Whole ham with the bone in—comes in yellow and red 
wrapper. Buy it whole or half. It’s fully cooked ready to eat just as it 
comes from the Meat Market, but if you wish to serve it hot, place it in 


2 


the oven for at least one hour at 325°. 
Note: TenpersweeT Hams need no par-boiling, 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, Too Everyone who writes will 
receive a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at your grocer’s 
for either a }4 lb. of Maple Leaf Side Bacon—or—one tin of “KLIK”, 
WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot be 
returned. Send as many entries as you wish — NO LABELS 
WANTED—but we promise only ONE voucher per person. 

CLOSING DATE: All letters must be postmarked on or before 
midnight, MARCH 31st, 1948, in order to qualify for the $100.00 
First Prize or the free voucher, Winner of First Prize will be an- 
nounced in my June magazine column. Watch for it—won’t you? 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada, 


Have you tried this. . . 


Those Stubborn Jars. This adjustable 





it off. Here’s FSol that will 

'q@ the top from a honey pail, 

he cover of a jelly jar or pry off 

the lid of a paint can. Once used, you'll 
wonder how you ever got along without it. 


A Smooth Opening. Every housewife needs a 
can opener that will make a slick, easy job of 
shearing top from tin. This one leaves no 
ragge d edges, will make a hole or remove the 
entire top, and seldom (if ever) gets out of whack. 


HASTY TREAT: Make your favourite 
chocolate sauce. Cut fresh bread no thinner 
than 1”, then cut slices in squares (or any 
shape you like best). Dip bread squares in 
sauce, place on wax paper to set. Good— 
fast! ; 

FLUFF STUFF: Meringue stays fluffy 
longer if you add baking powder when beat- 
ing egg whites (}4 teaspoon per egg does it !). 
“OVER THERE’ I know a TenpernsweeT 
Ham would bring great rejoicing — but 
because of the risk in sending perishable 
foodse—may I suggest one of Canada 


Packers’ Gift Boxes. Each one of the three 
boxes contains a splendid assortment of 
tasty, nourishing York Meatsand Maple Leaf 
Cheese. Your storekeeper can arrange ship- 
ment for you—or write to me for full 
details and prices. 


MOTHER KNOWS BEST because she 
always adds brown sugar when mashing 
turnips. Daughters, take note, and do like- 
wise. 

SECOND CHAPTER: A potato cooked 


with turnip and mashed with it is another 
trick to remove any “woody” or bitter taste 


Once again, neighbours, we’ve come to the end of the chapter. I'll 
be looking forward to hearing from you soon—just remember to 


post your letter on or before midnight, March 3lst. In the mean- 7 : 
Stout Fella with Bottles, Sturdy construction is the 


time, Happy Easter, everyone. 


Your ‘‘Good-Things-to-Eat” Reporter, df 


first requirement in a bottle opener it’ 

/ ) whethe ancy 
“all-in-one” gadget { 0a eat B's 6 Gea 
ae Bacget or a sintiple number to hang on the wall. 
The model illustrated is designed for only one job, but it 
does that job exceedingly well ; 








Rising food prices place a con- 
stantly increasing strain on the 
family budget, making it more 
necessary than ever for you to get 
full value from every food dollar. 
A single day’s food supply costs 
more now than ice service for a 
full month, so it is easy to under- 
stand that ice is not an expense, 
but a saving. 

In addition to preventing spoil- 
age, ice is your daily assurance 
that the foods you serve your 
family are full-flavoured, vitamin- 
rich—their precious health-build- 
ing juices guarded by the moist- 
cold, circulating air found only 
in an ice refrigerator. 





' Model illus- 


trated is built 


t 
j 
r 

; in Canaad by 

Renfreu 
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Ask your local ice dealer about the ncw 
refrigerator models in various makes 
available now. There is a size and price 
to meet every family’s requirement. 


CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 
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A Meal Under a Crast 


Continued from page 85 


Sausage and Tomato Casserole 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


114 Pounds of link sausages 
1 No. 2% can of tomatoes 
1 Cupful of diced celery 
2 Medium onions, chopped 
Salt and pepper, to taste 


Fry the sausages in a pan until 
cooked. Put the tomatoes into a large 
casserole, add the sausages. Brown the 
celery and onion in the frying pan, then 
add to the casserole. Mix the ingredi- 
ents well and season with salt and 
pepper. Cover with desired topping. 
Bake as directed for the topping. Yield: 
Six servings. 

Double- Quick Pie Filling 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Pound of ground steak 
4 Medium onions, chopped 
14 Cupful of mild dripping 
2 Cans of condensed vegetable 
soup 
Salt and pepper to taste 
1 Can of drained peas or beans 


Brown the steak and onions in the 
mild dripping. Dilute the vegetable 
soup with one can of water or liquid 
from canned vegetables. Season with 
salt and pepper. Add to the meat 
mixture with the peas or beans. Com- 
bine and turn into a casserole. Make a 
quick topping with prepared biscuit mix 
(use two cupfuls of dry mix). Spread 
over the pie and bake in a hot oven 
(400 degrees F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 
Yield: Six servings. 

Curried Chicken 


(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 


2 Pounds of cooked chicken 
2 Medium onions, chopped 
3 Tablespoonfuls of mild 
dripping 
1 Tablespoonful of curry powder 
2 Teaspoonfuls of paprika 
14 Teaspoonful of cayenne or 
black pepper (optional) 
Pinch of cinnamon, ‘if desired 
Pinch of cloves, if desired 
4 Bay leaves 
2 Cupfuls of canned tomatoes 


Dice the chicken. Fry the onion in 
the dripping until it is golden brown, 
add the spices and simmer gently for 
several minutes. Add the chicken and 
the tomatoes and combine. Pour into 
a casserole and cover with any desired 
topping. Bake according to instructions 
for the topping. Yield: Six servings. 
Plain boiled rice may be used as a 
topping. Put the casserole in a hot oven 
(400 degrees F.) for 15 minutes to heat 
through. 


Other Topping Suggestions 


1. An all-over tea biscuit crust may be 
used instead of the twirls. 

. Dumplings may be dropped onto the 
hot meat and vegetables and cooked 
for 10 minutes uncovered, then 10 
minutes with the casserole covered. 

3. Buttered and seasoned crushed 

cracker crumbs, corn flakes, bran 
flakes or crushed oven-popped cereal | 
may be sprinkled over the top of 
the casserole. 

4, Prepared mixes such as tea biscuit 

and cornmeal can be 

“quick” topping. # 
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TO CLEAN YOUR 
SINK FAST ! 


Say good-bye to scratches—scrubbing—red, rough hands] 
Bon Ami lifts off the dirtiest dirt without harmful gritl 
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Why sctateh dirt away 7 


Fine, white Bon Ami leaves no dulling 
scratches to catch dirt—to make you 
scrub and scrub. It's so safe. So fast. 
Grease and grime just slide away. And 
it rinses away clean. No messy, gritty 


particles left behind. 





t cleans. Sin 4 bathtubs 

oarkle. And that bright Bon Ami look /asts 
work—save the finish—save 

ds. Get Bon Ami today. It’s 
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| You Asked for More 


~ Cupboards and Counters 


by John Caulfield Smithy, ome pianning Editor 





once you've tried it 


HOW CAN a housewife display skill 
with a skillet if she’s handicapped by 
lack of storage space and working 
surfaces? Chatelaine’s Consumer Coun- 
cillors claim that in these respects the 
majority of Canadian kitchens fail to 
satisfy the women who must use them. 
Construction of more cupboards and 
counters is a minor Carpentry oOpera- 
tion, within the ability of the average 
home craftsman. These sketches offer 









































suggestions, 















Extra storage space may be pro- 


1 
vided by taking a closet, preferably 





located on an outside wall near the 
kitchen, and dividing it into two 
compartments. The top could be 
metal lined and used for baked goods, 
and the bottom would be an ideal 
place for storing linen or trays and 


such appliances as the toaster, coffee 


maker, pressure cooker and so on. 






Cupboards can be built under an 
ordinary roll rim sink, regardless of 
whether or not it has a drainboard. 
All that’s needed are a few white 
pine or basswood boards, nails and 
hardware. A similar idea can be used 
if you have an old-style high oven 
stove. By removing the legs and 
replacing them with a cupboard the 
same height, you create valuable 
storage space as well as providing a 
base to support the stove. 
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GENERAL € ELECTRIC 
KETTLE 


Youn BE AMAZED at the speed of the G-E Kettle. It boils 


enough water for four cups of tea in just three minutes. Gives you 


A tray arrangement is usually found 
more practical for raising the height of 
a counter than constructing a new top and 
| filling in the space between it and the old 
| one. Not only is it portable, but it can 
| be painted or otherwise finished to match 





| the counter. 


Some Chatelaine readers say the 
built-in ironing board is located in 
an awkward, poorly lighted place at 
an inconvenient height. If for this 
reason the board is removed, the shallow cup- 
board itself can become useful, fitted with small 


she lves for spices, flavorings and other articles. 


1 


hot water in a hurry for all of your many daily needs. You can use 





it anywhere — in your home — cottage — or at the office. It can- 
not overheat. Turns itself off automatically if it should boil dry. 


Holds four pints. Price $17.50 (including tax). 





Immediate delivery from your nearest electrical dealer. 


\ 
U 








WHY THE GENERAL ELECTRIC 
KETTLE IS SO FAST 


It’s fast because the G-E Calrod heating ele- 
ment is mssde the kettle—right tn the water 
The water gets ali the heat and no current is 
waste. The same element wnder an ordinary 


Additional working surface can be 
provided by adding a table to the 
kitchen but this is an obvious 
remedy. Why not install a pull-out 
shelf, mounted under the counter on 
roller slides like those used for the 












kettle d take rwice as long to boil the ; > 
drawers of filing cabinets? A drop- 


Same « at of water 


CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC & 


Head 









leaf extension is an alternative idea. 
Fixed or hinged shelves, open, above 
the counter are also worth 
considering, 














ce: Toronto — Sales Offices from Coast to Coast 















LET THIS Capo couple 
take a lot of waxing work 
off your hands and knees 
-give lasting glamour to 
your floors with ease, 
speed and economy 

MIRROR - FLO Liquid 
Wax... and OLD 
WINDSOR Paste Wax 
are the great home team 


| 
| 
| 


that give your floors 
that “new” look. Your 





Dealer can supply you 


Hard, lasting finish 










| 
j 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Ret Td 
tetas Md 








LOOR balers THE CAPO POLISHES 
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USE IT ON 
THE TABLE 
AND 
IN COOKING 
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Ons ca 
The finest 
RUBBER 
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heports 
rom the 
Institute 


Tailored pie crust is the latest. 
Frozen pie dough is coming to market, 


cut to fit your pie plate. All you do 


is let it thaw and put it in the pie plate. 
From there on you’re on your own. 
Lemon meringue or caramel cream, 
perhaps! 


Crisp curtains soon wilt if a surpris« 
shower blows in on them. An ounce 
of prevention is a new waterproofing 
compound, added to the last rinse water 
when you launder. Fine for wind- 
breakers and tablecloths, too. 


Cleaning silver, flatware and hollow- 
ware need not be a weekly or even a 
monthly chore. After polishing, put it 
in a tightly closed cabinet; on each shelf 
place a cake of camphor. No sign of 
tarnish for weeks. Your drugstore has 
the camphor cakes. A word of warning: 
Be sure to get the kind that prevents 
tarnish, (There’s another kind for 
keeping the moths away.) 


Polish the handle of the big front 
door, the knocker, and any other brass 
or copper around the house so they 
fairly dazzle. But finish the job with 
a good coat of wax. The wax protects 
the finish from grubby fingers and rough 
weather. 


Packaged mixes are back on the 
market in greater variety. All you do 
is blend water with the ready-prepared 
mixes. You can have tea biscuits, 
gingerbread, cake, corn muffins, pan- 
cakes—and there are more to come. 
What a boon for that ever-present 
dessert problem! 

# Continued on page 91 


Trade enquiries : please cable * Gor-ray ’ Wesdo, London 


Sole Manufacturers : 
Gor-ray Ltd. 107 New Bond Street London W.1 England 
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THE SHINING HALO OF YOUTH 
is yours with NESTLE COLORINSE 


Bright, pea ee makes you look younger 
than you are. at’s why so many women use 
Nestle Colorinse for glowing highlights . . . to 
add radiant colour . . . it gives the Fair a softer, 
silkier sheen. It’s a quick, easy “‘pick-up’’ for 
dull hair . . . without using a permanent dye or 
bleach. Nestle Colorinse comes in 9 glorious 
shades . . . 15c and 35c at all Beauty Counters. 











Nuth 


COLORINSE 





Nestle, originators of permanent 
waving, are hair specialists whe 
make Hairlac, Shampoo, Baby Hai¢ 
Treatment and Shampoo Tint. 


Hestte COLORINSE 


“CANADA'S MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN CHOOSE NESTLE I” 


NC47-4A 












NLY worihy products and services are accepted for introduction to 
Chatelaine homes through the advertising pages of Chatelaine. 
Readers, therefore, can buy the lines advertised in Chatelaine with confi- 


dence of satisfactory service. By insisting on trade-marked lines of known 
quality and value, Chatelaine readers avoid costly mistakes when buying 
for their homes. 
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Croupy Coughs 
ry Cob 


A Special Way to Use 
Good Old Vicks VapoRub 


You know how effective Vicks VapoRub 


is when you rub it on throat, chest and Put or 
back. Now here’s a special way to use Of Vic 
VapoRub for raspy, croupy coughs of # are 
colds. It’s VapoRub Steam! & ,1tme 


This soothing, comforting VapoRub 
Steam carries VapoRub’s multi-medica- e 
tion deep into cold-congested upper bron- and 
chial tubes. It relieves coughing spasms 
... soothes irritation ... loosens phlegm <® 
and brings relief with every breath. Try 
it! Ideal for children and grown-ups, too. 


Best-Known Home Remedy You Can Use 


To Relieve Distress of Coldsis... oW8 VapoRus 





a Crown Brand Corn Syrup 

is good for me. Sure, the doctor 
recommends Crown Brand Corn 
Syrup os part of my diet. 


BUT—why tie it down to me? 


How about the way you use 
Crown Brand for wonderfu_ bak- 
ing 2? For o sweetener? And why 
not mention how delicious it :s 
with pancokes, cereals and hot 
woffles 2 


You can’t kid me,mom. Crown Brond Corn Syrup is good for 
ol; of us! 


For years doctors have recommended 
the use of Crown Brand Corn Syrup as 
a satisfactory carbohydrate acting as a 
milk modifier for bottle-fed infants. 


CROWN BRAND 
CORN SYRUP 





THE CANADA STARCH COMPANY LIMITED—MONTREAL—TORONTO ied 











Order of the Bath 


Continued from page 15 


before you begin your baby’s bath. With 
them you can safely clean out the outer} 
parts of your baby’s ears without any | 
danger of injuring them. If you dampen 
the cone with oil you will probably find 
it easier to do the job. Be sure to clean 
the parts behind his ears as well. Wipe 
off any visible oil with a small piece of | 
dry absorbent. 

Do not try to clean out your baby’s 
nose with anything as you are likely to 
injure it. Any secretions or crusts around 
his nostrils should be removed gently 
with moistened absorbent. You do not 
need to wash your baby’s mouth. A 
drink of boiled water (cooled) is the 
safest method. 


When to Avoid Tub Baths 


Tub baths should not be given to a| 
premature or a small feeble baby, be- 
cause they tire him and may result in his 
becoming chilled. Instead such babies 
can be kept clean by a daily oiling with 
olive oil. 


An occasional sponge bath 
with water may be necessary. 

Babies who have colds or any other! 
infection should not be given tub baths. 


They should have sponge baths instead. | 
Sponge Baths 


To give your baby a sponge bath, you 


| 
| 


| first undress him and wrap him in a 
large bath towel or small blanket. Then 
you wash and dry small parts of his 





body in turn, meanwhile keeping the 
jrest of him covered. When this is done| 
properly, there is no chance of his| 
becoming chilled. | 
' 

y * | 

Your Questions | 


When should I allow my child to 
give up his afternoon nap or rest? 

If you undress your child, put on his 
sleepers and lay him in bed in a cool, 
quiet, shaded room he will be more 
| likely to sleep than if he merely lies down 
jin his clothes. Afternoon naps are very 
|valuable as preschool children are so 
active they are liable to become over- 
tired. Even after your child no longer 
| sleeps in the early afternoon, you should 
|train him to lie down quietly and look 
| at picture books or other toys for an hour| 
or so after his noon meal. It is best to 
keep this up until he goes to school all 


| day. 


|At what age should [| start him 
| using a cup? 

It is a good plan to begin giving your 
baby little sips of orange juice from a| 
cup when he is four or five months old. 
Later on give him little sips of his 
formula or of diluted boiled milk (if you | 
are nursing him). Put very little of the 
fluid in the cup at first. It will take| 
him some time to learn to drink from | 
a cup. You want him to be well ac-| 
quainted with it before it is time to} 
jwean him, In many cases he can be | 
weaned from the breast to a cup, which 
may save considerable trouble. 


When should toilet training begin? 


A child is not able to appreciate the 
connection between the sensation ola 
full rectum and the act of defaecation | 
juntil nine months of age or later, He| 
itherefore cannot be trained effectively 
| unt | he has attained this age. 

Training for daytime bladder control 
ishould not be begun until he is 12 to 
}15 months. # 


Ronnie and Ralph 


are always quarreling! 


“MUR boyshavelots 

of play-things,”’ 
writes a troubled 
mother, “but they 
continually argue! 
They both want a 
certain toy so they 
come squabbling to 


JANET POWER 
Practical psychologist and 
mother of three of the kind of 


me and, of course, 
toys get broken in 
these ‘spats.” Ralph 


children you'd like to know. 
<a and Ronnie are good 


in other ways, butthis bickering has become 
serious they are getting WORSE about 
sharing, instead of better.” 


You're right, mother! It zs important 
that the boys SHARE their toys and learn 
fair play and unselfishness . . . and it is OUR 


responsibility to teach these lessons. 


First, straighten out ownership difficul- 
ties. Ronnie and Ralph should feel that 
toys belong to BOTH OF THEM, Point out 
that Daddy and Mummy both own the 
radio or the house, just as they both own 
the toys. This should help them to say 
‘ours’ more frequently a ‘MINE’ a little 
less. When a new toy is added to their 
collection, give it to BoTH. Address birth- 
day and Christmas gifts "To i and 
Ronnie’ or ‘For Ronnie and Ralph.’ If 
there is one particular toy that causes con- 
tinual trouble—take it away for a while. 
This will show the boys they must SHARE 
toys or LOSE them! Ronnie and Ralph will 
discover that playing pleasantly is more fun! 

Next, show your boys fair play—how to 
take turns with their toys like Mummy and 
Daddy do with books, or the evening 
paper. In any game each player has a turn 
at being ‘it’ or ‘going up to bat.’ Perhaps 
Ronnie could have first choice of toys in 
the morning, then Ralph second. In the 
afternoon reverse the order—give Ralph 
first choice, Ronnie second. 

Of course this needs your patience and 
good-nature, Mother! Don’t underestimate 
the importance of these lessons for your 
boys—fair play, justice and unselfishness 
are sadly lacking in the world today, Ralph 
and Ronnie will grow up happier, better 
citizens if you teach them to SHARE while 
they are young. 


Hooray for Breakfast! 


Happy healthy children start the day right 
.. . with a pleasant breakfast! Get them 
Kellogg's Rice Krispies and watch them 
stop fussing over their cereal. Children 
LOVE to hear the merry Snap-Crackle-Pop 
when you pour on milk or cream—they'll 
ask for more! ‘Rice Krispies’ is a registered 
trademark of the Kellogg Company of 
Canada for its brand of oven-popped rice 
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THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kelloge’s want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children's problems. Have you an interesting 
tory? If so write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-32, London, Ontario. Kelloge’s will pay 
$5.00 for each wetter used in this column, 























“She enjoys having her hairbrushed” 
writes Mrs. G. M. Hill 


“Our daughter was very unwilling when 
hair-brushing time came every morning. 
But we've overcome that with simple 
arithmetic! Now she watches me brush 
my hair, and helps me count aloud to one 
hundred strokes. Then it’s her turn! She 
helps me count and brush Aer hair —so 
her hair is shining and well-groomed. 
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commerce for many years, but 
was occasionally found in some 
of the old gardens, known as 
Climbing Peony, Climbing 
Rose, Double Hardy npn | 
Glory, etc. It dies to the groun 
each Fall and comes up new 
from the roots each Spring. 
Extremely hardy and vigorous. 
The full, double rose-like 
flowers are clear bright pink, 
1% to 2 inches across, and 
ee in great pestonen all 
ummer, even in hot weather. 
Many old deners will recog- 
nize this fine vine. We offer 
plants chat will flower this sea- 
son, Order and send remittance 
now. Delivery at planting sea- 
son. (Each 50¢) (3 for $1.25) 
(dozen $4.00) postpaid. 
FREE — OUR BIG 1948 SEED AND 
NURSERY BOOK — Bigger than Ever 42W 


DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, ONT. 


HELP WANTED 


\ YE ARE looking for energetic, am- 
bitious men and women to act as 
our Local Representatives. This is as 
real opportunity! Write for full details. 
FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 
OF CANADA 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 
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YEON 


Reports from the Institute 


Continued from page 89 


Venetian blinds are bound to collect 
dust. The easiest way to remove it 
is to use the soft brush attachment of 
your vacuum cleaner. Close the blinds 
flat, start at the top and work down. 


Plastic fabrics are out front in the 
labor-saving department, Those table- 
cloths you just wipe off. And shower 
curtains that are decorative but don’t 
mildew. A delight to the housekeeper 
who likes everything spick and span but 
finds her work is never done. 





A cellulose sponge bag is doubly 
useful. Fill it with bits of laundry soap 
and use it for general cleaning. Fill 
it with leftover fragments of toilet soap 
for use in the bathtub. A strap on the 
sponge fits over the back of the hand. 
An aid to both cleaning and economy. 


Tinting coconut for a party cake? 
Put it in a jar, add a few drops of 
vegetable food coloring—pink, green or 
yellow. Seal the jar and shake until 
the coconut has absorbed the color. If 
the color isn’t deep enough add another 
drop of the coloring and repeat the 
shaking. 


Dumplings with stew makes a pretty 
satisfying dish and a “‘budget special” 
too. When dropping the dumpling dough 
into the stew, dip the spoon in the hot 
liquid first, then the dough won’t stick 
to the spoon. 
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Your measuring tape can be kept 
clean by winding it around the spool | 
of an empty adhesive tape container. | 
Then snap on the original metal ring 
cover to protect the tape from dirt and 
keep it in place. 


A cleansing paste of the fine 
abrasive type sold in cans at your 
grocer’s does a good job on porcelain, 
tile and enamelware. It has an agreeable 
odor and a little on a damp cloth goes 
along way. It’s mild and pretty enough 
(pale pink) to use on your hands if 
they’re extra grimy. 


A pair of scissors, sturdy and well 
sharpened, can be one of your handiest 
kitchen aids, Use them for cutting steak 
into serving pieces before cooking. 
They’re indispensable, too, for snipping 
off celery leaves and trimming the edge 
of pastry round the pie plate. # 
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@ Mummy found it easy as 
A.B.C. to give me curls—and 
now I get lots of compliments 
on how cute I look. 


re 






@ Every little girl loves 
retty curls and mine are 
‘un to make. It certainly 

looked like my hair would 

always be straight at first. 


@ That was before Mummy 
learned how quick and easy it 
was to make curls with Nestle 
Baby Hair Treatment. It’s sold 
at every drug store and it works 
every time. Try it and see! 


Vestle : ; 7 GOOD 
BABY HAIR TREATMENT ee, 
$1.25 BOTTLE MAKES ONE QUART 




















Wren 
with Spots 


and Stains 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 
For Easier Washdays 


You'd be surprised how many labor-saving tricks 
there are to help take the drudgery out of washday. 
Chatelaine Institute has compiled the best of these 
into two booklets, including illustrated instructions 


wn | 


for washing and block- 
ing woollens, ironing a 
man’s shirt, etc. 


Laun ry LINE-UP ON LAUNDRY 


| 
| 
| Service Bulletin No. 501, price 10 cents 
| 


WHAT TO DO WITH SPOTS AND STAINS 
Service Bulletin No. 502, price 5 cents 


Order from: 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPT., 
uae 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


NO MORE SLOW 
DRAINS 


Clogged drains are trouble- 
some and expensive, so heed 
the warning when your drains 
slow down. Prevent trouble 
and save money by keeping 
drains fast-running. Use two 
tablespoons of Gillett’s Drain 
Cleaner every week. 


CLEARS CLOGGED DRAINS 


TELAINE 
INSTITUTE 
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When baby’s tears come from 


“Childhood Constipation” | Chatelaine 


Volume 21 
Number 33 


HEN your baby’s happy 

smiles turn into tears 
and bad temper merely because 
of “Childhood Constipation” 
- -- Be a wise mother and give 
him Castoria. 


Thorough and effective— yet 
so gentle, it won’t upset sen- 
sitive digestive systems. 


Made especially for children 
—contains no harsh drugs, 
will not cause griping or dis- 
comfort. 

So pleasant-tasting —children 


love it and take it gladly 
without any struggle. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


Get Castoria at your neigh- 
borhood drugstore today. 
Be sure to ask for the laxative 
made especially for children. 
And remember... the money- 
saving Family-Size Bottle is 
back! 
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Fiction 
Live Like the Wind Katherine March 
Friend of the Bride’s Sister 

. Cecilia Bartholomew 
The Pigeon Stewart Toland 
You Can Depend on Me 
... Laura Owen Miller 
Frances Shelley Wees 


Auction Sale 


\ ee ) ‘ 
feneral Features 
Millions from Her Purse 
: . Byrne Hope Sanders 
‘‘Dear Editor”’ 
Those British Stars ... . Stephanie Lee 
Hockey’s “Girl Friday” .... Zoe Glayton 
Foreword and Footnotes 
When We Were Very Young 
ee . Lotta Dempsey 
3-Way Look at Milk ‘ 
The Girl Who Takes Dope 
. Gordon Sinclair 
What's the Good Word?...... 


) hi 
Fashion 
Fashion Shorts a 
Tropical Scene ; . Marie Le Cerf 
Britain Delivers the Goods 
Pane . Evelyn Kelly 
Six Smart “Separates’’ (patterns)... 
New Spring Coats (patterns) 
A New Baby? (handicrafts) ............ 


' : 
Beauty 
Head Start for Spring ... ... Adele White 
Beauty Brevities anid erat, a a 


Home Planning 


Color for Tired Rooms 
; . J. Caulfield Smith 
Cupboards and Counters 
. J. Caulfield Smith 


sally 
Housekeeping 
Four Pians for a Party 
Helen Campbell's Page.. 
Meals of the Month 
A Meal Under a Crust... Jacqueline Roy 
Tops Off ‘ 
Reports from the Institute 


m= eo * 
Child Health Clinic 
Order of the Bath 
.E. C. Robertson, M.D. 


Marie Holmes 





Printed and published by MACLEAN-HUNTER PUBLISHING COMPANY LTD., 481 
University Avenue, Toronto 2, Canada. JOHN BAYNE MACLEAN, Founder and 
Chairman, HORACE T. HUNTER, President, FLOYD S. CHALMERS, Executive Vice- 
President. THOMAS H. HOWSE, Vice-President and Treasurer. EUROPEAN OFFICE: 
Maclean-Hunter Limited, Sun Life of Canada Building, Trafalgar Square, LONDON. 
S.W.1. Telephone Whitehall 6642; Telegraph, Atabek, London. SUBSCRIPTION PRICE 

In Canada, 1 year $1.50, 2 years $2.50, 3 years $3.00; all other parts of the British 
Empire $2.00 per year; United States and Possessions, Mexico, Central and South 
America and Spain, $2.50 per year; all other countries $3.50 per year (renewals only 
accepted for outside Canada). Single copies 15c. Copyright 1948, by Maclean-Hunter 
Publishing Company Limited. The characters and names in fiction stories appearing 
in Chatelaine are imaginary and have no reference to living persons. Manuscripts sub- 
mitted to Chatelaine must be accompanied by addressed envelopes and return postage. 
The Publishers will exercise every care in handling material submitted, but will not 
be responsible for loss. Chatelaine is fully protected by copyright and its contents 
may not be reprinted without permission. Authorized as Second-Class Mail, P.O. 
Department, Ottawa. 
















Lend an air of distinction, character 
and gracious charm to your living 
room with the exquisitely styled, 
dramatically colourful new Canadian 
wallpapers. You will discover a galaxy 
of fascinating new patterns and 
designs by master stylists — inspiring 
colours, shades and tints to suit 
every decorative scheme, for every 


room in your home. Now, you can 


sav good-bye to the monotony of 


plain, dreary walls with this new 


Radio-Phonograph Courtesy of Rogers Majestic Limited 


PRODUCTS OF CANADIAN ait § 
MANUFACTURERS LIMITED ane ee? 
WALLPAPERS 


MADE IN CANADA BY THE REG.N. BOXER COMPANY LIMITED... 


STAUNTONS LIMITED . + WATSON, FOSTER COMPANY LIMITED 


See how it cheers up a room! 
So much beauty, at so little cost 


kind of wall beauty... the perfect 
background for both modern and tradi- 
tional furniture. 

Yes, it is so easy to decorate with 
wallpaper... and see how even one 
wall cheers up a room, at so little 
cost. For pride beyond price, it pays 
to decorate with today’s attractively- 
priced wallpaper. See with your own 
eyes these entirely different, excitingly 
new Canadian 


wallpapers at your 


favourite wallpaper store, today! 


f 


Mawn Watt Itiustration—Nature, 
master of colour and pattern, is re- 
flected in this strikingly beautiful, 
exquisitely styled, ‘Normandy Card- 
suitable for living room 
as well as other lower floor rooms. 


inal” design 


Available in a selection of colours to 
suit every decorative scheme. 
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Asove —“Moonlight Mood”—a typical 
design for rooms on the lower floor. 


floral gone modern 
— suitable for bedrooms and lower floor 
rooms. In a variety of colours. 


“Sophistication” _ 


Fill Out and Mail coupon for valuable, idea-packed ‘Portfolio of Home 


Decorating Ideas.” 


A complete “idea kit!’ Please enclose 25c to cover part cost 


of handling and mailing. (Please print plainly.) 


CANADIAN WALLPAPER MANUFACTURERS LIMITED, 


Enclosed find 25c. Please send me your “ 


Ideas.” 


Name 


Address 
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; Dept. C-4704, Metropolitan Building, Toronto 1, Ont. 
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Portfolio of Home Decorating 
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Hospitality in 


Everybody prizes hospitality—the 
cnow-how of providing welcome re- 
k | fy lin: 

freshment and putting guests at ease. 


Such is the why and wherefore of the 


Your Hands 

popularity of the pause that refreshes 
with ice-cold Coca-Cola. You can get 
Coke in the 6-bottle carton or in the 


24-bottle case. 


Ask for it either way... both 


trade-marks mean the same thing. 








